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BLUSHES ONE 


The first ‘Blushes’, 
_with 16 pages of 
colour and delicious 
stories of schoolgirl 
and boarding school 
punishments 


£8 


1? Panes of Solendid & tir Pe 


A Collectors’ Edition 


Be 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 


chastised in 


domestic service. 


_ BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 


ONE 


Girls in Germany 


in 1936 


Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 


BLUSHES FOUR 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
Tutors way with 
naughty teenagers. 
Excellent 
photographs. 


£6 


BLUSHES FIVE £6 


A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her 
Knickers down for 


spankings in front of 


a visiting “uncle”. 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy of a 
woman teacher one 
long half-term 
holiday. 





BLUSHES SEVEN 


The Guardians’ 
Club, Canes and 
Piano lessons, 
Bedtime caning 
and lots more! 
Excellent photos! 


£6 


BLUSHES THREE 


Domestic discipline, 
and exploitation of 
vulnerable young 
ladies: 


£6 


BLUSHES SIX 


Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
“Blushes Girls” is 
fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric 
“Blushes” style! 


£6 
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elicate as a gazelle you 
walked into my room that 
first time, treading just as if 
the very flowers upon the carpet 
might trip you up. I remember that 
littler ‘Er...’ you uttered - much like 
a bee’s hum heard across a lawn. 
Deliberately I did not look up at first 
— saw only those first high heels you 
wore, jet black, and which Corinthe 
had wished upon you, I am sure. 

Certainly they made your slim 
legs look even longer than they are 
and gave to your teenage years an 
even more appealing look - or rather, 
I should say, seem to render you 
(oddly enough) more defenceless 
than when you wear your orindary 
flat heels. 

My sister-in-law can be a terrible 
tease in such respects. Oh yes, she 
teaches the boys still, and I the girls. 
The latter, I regret to say, she likes to 
spank as much asI do. Her hand, I do 
believe, reaches those parts that 
others rarely reach, creating effects 


which she tells me are astonishing. 
I quite believe her, though it is as 


much her ultra-short skirts as her 
wilful hand that does the trick, I 
think. Such ‘notes’ as we exchange 
on disciplinary matters are brief; 


more subtle than direct. We both 
prefer it so. Often it is enough for me 
to say that I peeled so-and-so’s 
knickers down today. Her imagina- 
tion does the rest. 

That first day when I first looked 
up at you (so hesitantly you stood, 
arms at your sides), I indulged 
myself in the reality of a vision that 
other men but dream of. 

Corinthe had merely said that 
you were coming up to seventeen 
and had a ballet dancer’s figure. The 
sort that David Hamilton would love 
to photograph, she said, and she was 
right. Your proportions were - and 
are —- remarkable. That waist - can it 
be more than twenty inches, wasp 
like and so pliable? Those eyes like 
seeking lanterns and those hips that 
seal the sides of your exquisite 
bottom - ah, there is a mastery of 
sculpture there. Michaelangelo 
himself might have fashioned those 
smallish but exquisitely firm tits. 

No doubt in several years time 
(or even now, when you have 
reached eighteen), you will 
complain, as I believe girls do, ‘My 
bottom is too big’ - and that I would 
be the first to vehemently deny. It 
orbs superbly, unexpectedly almost, 
so proudly poised on the twin 
columns of your thighs that are 
























M 


WY 


# 


LLL 


AVI 


% 
i 


Li) 









neither plump nor over-slim, but 
perfectly proportioned for their task. 

I could, of course, go on. That 
nose - retroussée (some would call it 
snub) - those eyes that form an often 
silent O when the strap sleeks across 
your wriggling bum. Your nipples, 
too; how fiercely-shy (or is it shyly- 
fierce?) they are. They peak upon 
your perfect tits which are as round 
and firm as those large Jaffa oranges 
that always seem to burst through 
bags. 

Silent, or almost always so, you 
are or were. Corinthe had tutored 
you beforehand in that. She did not 
say so, but I needed not to ask. That 
tiny flip-up skirt she made you wear 
together with an over-tight white 
blouse and sheer black stockings 
told me all. 

A purist might have had you 
otherwise that first day, with white 
socks, a slightly looser pleated skirt 
and black, strap-over shoes. Ah yes, 
and a striped tie as well - but 
Corinthe had foreseen perhaps that 
even such might hinder wandering 
fingers where your buttons stretched 
to bursting point. 

You had to bring a note to me, 
you said. I remember that I rose, 
went round my desk, and touched 
your fingers as I took it - felt a 
tingling there. A nice touch was the 
bow you wore that held your brown, 
abundant hair behind your ears and 
gave your oval face an extra look of 
purity. Even then, I must confess, I 
wondered vaguely if you were 
already luxuriant in that respect 
elsewhere. 

I read the note slowly even 
though I knew what it contained. 
Telepathy, maybe. I am used to 
Corinthe’s tricks. She had a Fifth 
Form boy to deal with that bright 
day. I feared indeed that you might 
hear his cries - the wails of one who 
would seek relief in more directions 
than the one she would first put her 
mind to. But no - she had already 
thought of that, the witch, and ‘had 
ordered him up to the second floor, 
herding the poor young fellow on, as 
one might say. He would certainly 
suffer a rather intimate loss before 
she brought him down again, but 
with Corinthe that might take some 
time. I said that she can be an awful 
tease. Perhaps you also knew that 
then - had experienced teeth- 
gritting spankings under her palm. I 
did not wish to know that then - 
preferred your bottom virgin to the 
urging tawse. It would seem that I 
had to deal with you, I said. I 
remember that you blinked, looked 




































Lad Wt ay dike 


Sih 


Uh ae ss es pss 


pLLssees 
Te = eee 


SEEN TL 


Tem RY s- sree 


= 
= 





SSE 


PT ery occas Mp etic ose ym p ssc anee WRAY PE Esse ream 








































barre ae 









| down, and how sweet your oval face 
| looked in the light, making me 
: remark the sense of quietude that 
pervades you often in my presence. 
Even now, you only hiss your breath 
| out softly when I roll your knickers 
| down. And you will even blush to 
| read that, yes. The crown of your 
head was underneath my eyes, each 
| fine brown hair seen as through a 
/ magnifying glass, and - there, below 
|  - the proud-firm jutting of those 
| spring-hard breasts that waited their 
| first awakening, too. Or first from 
. my hand at least. I suspected, just a 
little, (more telepathy?) that you 

| may well have been ‘practised on’. 
7 I locked the door - a mark of 
sternness, as I thought, though in 

your case it proved unnecessary. If, I 

said, you took your skirt and 

/ knickers off. Odd that - I did not 
| actually te// you to. Remember that? 
| Yes, gentleness marked every word I 
spoke at first. How lean with longing 


presentiment, I guess. A small, elec- oo 
trical charge was in the air. - ‘To... to, _ 
to take my knickers down when! am 

told’, you said. Corinthe? Your very 7 

words were blossoms in the air. How _ 


dearly I wanted then to bring the a 
cane to you, and yet I knew I had to a 
keep the balance of the hour. 2. 
‘You will do so next time the : 
moment you come in, without my 
telling you. That’s understood?’, I | 
asked. You nodded only then. The - 
faintest blush spread in your cheeks. oe 
Your left suspender showed - the = § 
gripping clip that drew black nylon 
to a fine V. I moved forward, 
twitched your skirt down, touched 
your silky thigh. You did not start a 
nor jerk, but looked shy and impas- oS 


sive all at once. a 
‘Are you a boarder or a day-girl?’, oo 
I then asked, for you had not been 
with us long, as I knew. A day-girl, a 
you replied, which gave me pause to a 


think. The Academy (or so Corinthe 


looked, your bottom thrust in pati- 
ence waiting. Just a wee provocative, 
I thought, though I swear you did not 
know it to be so. Had you been 
tested once or twice before you 
came to us? Again, I’ve never asked, 
I’ve always felt you would not say. 
At the first CRA-AAACK! of the 
tawse you winced. A fine pink blur 
stained your pert cheeks. You 
choked that sound back, though, and 
- perversely - I knew I had to strap 
you harder then. The challenge was 
appealing more than punitive. Or 
maybe both, for what unconscious 
sensuality of out-thrust cheeks you 
offered to the tawse! : 
I seared you thrice. Your hips 
jerked wilfully, your bottom 
swivelling like a ball upon a jet of 
water, your high heels twittering 
upon the floor, and from your lips 
little whimpers of fright. No 
screams, though - no unsettling 
squeals that even so are often music 





I desired to see your knickers fall! 
No, no - not fall - glide down. 
Whether you faced me then (already 
shyly taking your skirt off) or turned 
your back to me, I did not mind. 

You turned. Quite properly you 
faced my desk. Ah, those slim calves, 
the tightness of those stocking tops, 
jet black agbainst your creamy skin! 
And then your knickers. Craftily, 
Corinthe had given you the smallest, 
most transparent ones that she could 
find. The back was twisted slightly in 
between your apple-smooth, imper- 
tinent cheeks - ah yes, so ripe for one 
so young, so bulbous, waiting for the 
benediction of the strap. 

Slowly you slid them down - 
almost as though you were cons- 
cious of the waiting of my eyes, and 
of your consciousness as well of the 
proudness of your derriére. The 
cheeks roll deeply under, making 
those delightful creases where the 
ivory columns of your thighs support 
the plump and_ faintly-quivering 
flesh. Down, down the tiny, gauzy 
panties went. In bending, lifting up 
one leg and then the other, I had an 
extra view of paradise - soft curls, a 
twinkling of rolled, pinky lips. 

You cast them off and stood 
again and did not bend until | told 
you to and, when I did, I remember 
how you placed your palms upon the 
desk and how your perfect pose 
surprised - back dipped, your bum 
superbly orbed, legs just a cautious 
inch or two apart. 

A momentary panic must have 
seized you then. You murmured, 
‘Please, no!’ once, then your head 
bent. Like a garden nymph you 





to male ears. 

Those three were not enough, of 
course. I had to get into the depths of 
you - even that first time, yes. 
THWA-AAACK! SPLAT-CRACK'! 
- ‘OOOOH "’, you gasped, and sucha 
pretty, moaning sound it was as 
made my trouser zip strain out as 
much as from the view I had of you. 

Your heels had clicked together 
at that last. Perhaps you Knew it was 
the last and thought... But no, I must 
not speculate. - ‘Do not get up’, I 
said. Your eyes that had been open, 
closed. Your bottom - tingling hot, I 
know - stilled itself with a primness 
that amused, and I made you stay 
thus until I put the tawse away, then 
told you to get up and dress. Rather 
pointedly, I turned my back on you 
the while you did and gazed out on 
the quad. Corinthe would be but 
halfway through her task, I thought. 
My own was infinitely more 
delicate. 

‘Have you learned from that?’, I 
asked. I did not turn. | wanted more 
of that soft voice. I heard the elastic 
of your panties snap. 

‘Yes’, you said meekly. - ‘What 
then have you learned?’, I asked. I 
wheeled around. Your tongue licked 
once across your upper lip. Your 
skirt was snagged up, but you waited, 
then - ‘To be obedient’, you said, 
and said it rather as if by rote, as if 
someone had written up the words 
across a blackboard. - “That is all?’, I 
asked. Asked it unfairly, yes, - 
provactive. Your eyes swam some- 
where then across my shoes. 

gil fe ge 

“Yes - go on, I said: I had a 


chooses to call it in a charming but 7 


old-fashioned way) closes at five for 
day-girls. Some, though, do stay on 
for ‘extra lessons’. I reminded you of 
that, though adding nothing to my 
words. Other girls whom I had had 
under the tawse or cane were simply 
told to stay. It is quieter after five, 
and more convenient. 

‘You want me to stay, sir?’ you 
replied. I need the volunteering of 
those words from you. Your lower 
lip so often pouts, and looks deli- - 
ciously suckable. Tomorrow, I 
replied - no doubt to your relief. 
You swallowed audibly and said, 
‘Yes, Sir. At five, then, do I have to 
come - or what?’ 

The last two words had a slight 
strain of impertinence, but I forgave 
you that. They stemmed from 
newness, nervousness, though none 
showed in your eyes that always 
seem to have a look of waiting rather 
than of apprehension. I would say 
that of your bottom, too, and know it 
not to be a fantasy. All manner of 
crazy things came into my head with 
the smoothing of my hand across 
your stocking tops. ‘I want to hear 
you sob’, I wished to say - ‘I mean to 
caress your bottom afterwards’. 
Instead, of course, I simply said ‘five 
thirty’. It was good to make you wait. 
- ‘Yes, sir’, you said, and then went 
quietly out after I had unlocked the 
door for you. 

Corinthe looked in before I left. I 
had watched you leave - from my 
high window watched you leave, 
knowing the bulb beneath your then 
longer skirt, your straw hat neatly 
perched upon your hair, white socks 













any harder then. 

Tuesday and Friday came and 
went. I strapped you on the Tuesday 
- on the Friday coursed your bottom 
with the cane. That last stroke with 
the cane - remember that? It was the 
hardest I had ever swung the thing. 
You screeched a high-pitched shriek 
and then... ah then... at last you 
sobbed, sobbed on until I had to dry 
your tears, your nipples naked, 
burning through my shirt, your 


| again instead of nylons that would 
have made your mother raise her 
" eyes. 

i ‘All right?’, asked Corinthe. - 














ao ‘Fine’, I said. She lingered - cat with 
| cream, I thought. - ‘She was O.K.?’, 

. asked Corinthe. - ‘Yes’, I said impa- 
_ tiently. I saw you climb into a 
| waiting car. I would not tell her more 
| - would not. She shrugged and 
pouted, and then went, saying 
‘Goodnight’ in a curt way. I had 
























chosen well my day - the next day 
she would be away. I would deal with 
you in my own room, upstairs. 

Remember how I did - how hesi- 
tant you were when, skirt and 
knickers off, I told you to remove 
your tie and blouse? [I wished you to 
protest, maybe - to earn an extra Six. 
You did not, though. Your lips 
compressed a little, then you peeled 
it off and stood with hands across 
your pubic pout. I had laid across a 
chair a tawse and cane. Deliberately, 
yes. You looked but quickly at them 
both. According to all the ‘rules’ you 
should have pleaded, ‘Not the cane, 
sir, please!’ but you did not. I 
admired you for that extra ‘wilful- 
ness’ - the over-proud refusal that 
you have to plead. 

Goddamn it, I will make you 
plead, I thought. I picked the cane 
up, but you merely stared down at 
the carpet, legs together, neat white 
socks, black shoes. I almost hesi- 
tated then, but knew I must not, 
made you turn and put your hands 
upon the back ofthat wooden chair. 

I tapped your legs and made 
them move apart. How mutinously 
you shifted your flat heels! - ‘Come, 
MORBP’, I said, and said it sternly, 
too, until you pouted all at me, from 
beneath your bulb, the brown curls 
sprouting just a little to my eyes. 

Dammit, you did not even ask 
why I was caning you, and yet victo- 
riously I brought a high, thin squeal 
from you at last as the cane coursed 
its first THWITT! across your bum 
and left a pink streak in its wake. A 
squeal? But that was all it was. No 
sobs, no pleading wail. 

The five I gave to you thereafter 
were slow. I made you wait ten 
seconds in between each one. And 
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been. - ‘May I get up, sir?’, then you 
asked. ‘I have not told you to’, I said. 
I feached a hand out to your quive- 
ring cheeks, but then withdrew it just 
as though it had been scorched itself. 
‘Get up’, I said impatiently. I had to 
turn and walk from you. You would 
have seen what I myself displayed, 
though hidden under _ trouser- 
stretch. | 

“You may go home now’, I said. 
You did not speak, but quietly 
dressed again. - ‘Your tie is 
crooked’, I remember saying and 
straightened it and let my hands drift 
down beneath its fall between your 
tits whose nipples then were urgent, 
peaking out. I touched them lightly, 
felt the sharp, hard points, expecting 
you to jerk. You did not jerk but 
gazed impassively into my shirt. Did 
you wish my hands to linger? Who 
could tell with you? Other girls have 
all but wheedled their breasts into 
my palms to avoid a further caning - 
but you not. Your silence was more 
awesome to me, in its way, than were 
my words to you, I’m sure of that. 

‘I shall attend to you twice a week 
- every Tuesday, every Friday. Do 
you understand?’, I asked. Perhaps I 
wanted a long, blurting speech from 
you. You simply nodded, moved 
away, and then stood hesitant. - 
‘Yes, what?’, I asked. - ‘Nothing, sir’, 
you said - and nothing is more 
maddening (or to me, at least) than 
have a female leave some words 
unsaid. You wished me, I believe, to 


bottom tender to my seeking touch. 
Yes, touch. I dared my fleeting 
fingers round your bottom the while 
you bubbled out your little cries. 

‘Go home’, I said. How sullenly 
you dressed and went, and went in 
total silence, too. You stayed a 
longer moment in the hall downs- 
tairs that time. I know you did. It was 
three minutes longer, monitoring 
yourself, before you walked out 
down the drive and reached the car. 
hot-throbbing as you must have 
been. How did you not wince when 
you sat down? Maybe you did - 
excused yourself. 

Two further weeks passed thus. 
‘Have you not caned her yet?’, 
Corinthe asked once. I shook my 
head as though you little interested 
me. I have no doubt she questioned 
you and that you, too, were mute. 
Other girls came into my study, 
bared their bottoms and received the 
tawse, departing weeping, heads 
bowed, slouching out. But you were 
never like that, were you? No. I 
increased your caning strokes to 
twelve, but made them lighter. Even 
so, your cleft orb was deliciously 
criss-crossed, the marks vivid, I am 
sure, for half an hour at least. You 
sobbed a little but you never 
snivelled nor whined, as did most of 
the other girls. 

On the third week, ‘I have to 
leave’, you said. ‘Daddy is taking me 
on a trip through France and 
Mummy said I[ haven’t learned 
enough to stay’. - ‘I understand’, | 
said. Those were not the words | 
wished to say. You told me moments 
after coming in, and stood there 
fiddling with your skirt. 

‘T regret, of course, that you are 
leaving - and more so that I evident- 





ly have not taught you very much’, [ 
said. ‘Actually’, you said, and then 
infuriatingly you stopped again. - 
“Yes?’, I enquired. The cane and 
tawse lay lonely ona chair. -‘I have... 
I have learned something, sir - oh 
honestly’, you said - looked long 
towards the waiting chair, and then 
you fled. 
I still wonder about that - 


sak you ‘What?’ again. I am not so 
foolish as to fall for that. 
‘Tuesday’, I said curtly, then you 
went, feet laggard down the waiting 
stairs. The car was waiting there 
again, exactly as if you had known 
how long you'd stay. I resented that, 
and yet admired you for it, too. I 
wished to break you in, I know, but 
could not bring myself to cane you 


: lighter? Yes, they were a little, yes. I 
7 meant your hips to swivel more; they 


| did. At each you uttered a thin cry, I 
S making you strain high upon your 
e toes with two fine sweeps beneath 
: your wriggling bum. 

.. ‘For the moment that will do’, 
— said I. I wanted you to reach behind 





| and clasp your bottom. No - you did 
not, deeply-tingling as it must have 
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. ut I don’t want to go back to 
rotten old Boarding School, 


can’t you understand that? 


After all, I’m nearly seventeen 


now... 

“It was your dear mother’s wish 
that you should stay on at school 
until your are eighteen,” said John 
Harper. Not for the first time; Gwyn- 
neth, Averils mother, had been 
gone for almost four years now. 

But Lye only got three O's, 
complained the flaxen-haired girl, 
stamping her foot. It made her 
breasts wobble nicely. “And I’m not 
going on for A’s. So what’s the 
point?” 


John MHarper sighed. Even 
though he was still a mere forty five, 
he dearly wished he was considerab- 
ly younger. 


A successful writer of travel 
books, lived comfortably. The 
Edwardian house in which he and 
Averil resided was as solid as the age 
in which it had been built, Five 
bedrooms and four reception rooms, 
including a study. He sat in the study 
the following morning, awaiting 
Averil’s appearance. His mind was 
made up. 

In she came, in a short length 
summer dress of lemon yellow, bare 


tuition. They were sitting out on the 
patio drinking coffee. 

“I have to tell you, Averil,” he 
said. “That I do not agree with 
modern methods of education. 
Particularly the disciplinary side.” 

“On 

“Yes. You see, | think lack of 
proper discipline has led to your 
being a failure academically. You’ve 
got brains. You simply haven’t been 
encouraged to use them. Yes, I am 
sure discipline is a necessary ingred- 
ient in your case.” 

Averil giggled suddenly “What 
are you going to do? Slap my wrist 
when I’m naughty?” 





“Your lack of academic achieve- 
ment is not something to be proud 
of,” commented John solemnly. 

“Besides,” went on Averil, quite 
uncaring, “I’ve been offered a part- 
time job in a fashion designers. It’s 
just what I want. If I do well, they say 
they'll employ me full time. Please, 
say you'll let me take it!” 

Oh how pleading were those 
round blue eyes! And how tight was 
the V of those white trousers, 
smooth over the mound, the divide 
clearly deliniated! Did these young- 
sters know what they did to 
members of the opposite sex? Of all 
ages? 

John tapped his fingers together. 
“I will consider the matter... and let 
you have a decision tomorrow,” he 
Said. 

At once, Averil sprang at him, 
flinging her arms about his neck. 
“Oh thank you, thank you,” she 
cried, as if he had already made a 
decision in her favour. John 
savoured the feel of those soft-yet- 
firm young breasts crushing against 
his shirt and briefly placed his hands 
over the girl’s bottom. He gave that 


bottom a couple of gentle pats. It 


wobbled deliciously. 

“Steady on, my girl,” he said. “I 
haven't said yes yet, have I?” With 
some reluctance he eased heroff. 

“But Pm sure you will, Dad.” 
Averil smiled winsomely then 
turned and ran lightly from the 
room. How seductively the soft, 
fulsome curves of her body 
bounced! 


armed, bare-limbed, sandal-footed. 

“Good morning,” She came and 
kissed John on the cheek. She smelt 
as fresh as morning dew. 

“Morning, my dear...” Averil 
seated herself on the edge of his 
leather-topped desk, uninhibitedly 
showing him a considerable portion 
of one thigh. Deliberately provactive 
again, he was sure. 

“Well, what’s the answer.” Those 
blue eyes were bright and confident. 

“A compromise,” replied John, 
seeing something of that brightness 
dim at once. 

“What does that mean?” 

“It means, Averil, that I shall 
permit you to take this part-time 
100.” 

“Oh goodie... goodie! The girl 
leapt excitedly up and down, breasts 
bouncing unrestrainedly. John 
raised a hand. 

“Provided,” he continued, “you 
continue your studies here at home. 
Under my guidance.” | 

“Oh - But why... why? What’s the 
point?” 

“Because your mother would 
have wished it so,” answered John 
with finality. “That is my decision. 
You may take it or leave it.” 

Averil pouted sulkily. Most 
attractive. “Oh alright then,” she 
said at last. “If that’s the way you 
want it...” 

John nodded. “That’s how it’s 
got to be,” he said. 
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It was during the evening that he 
took up again the matter of Averil’s 


“Tl shall do considerably more 
than that, my girl,” replied John 
sternly and saw a sudden look of 
apprehension in her young eyes. 

“lm not sure...” began Averil. 

“Let me tell you at the outset, 
Averil, that if you do not agree to my 
methods... and co-operate... I shall 
have no hesitation in taking you 
away from your fashion design place 
immediately. Is that clearly unders- 
tood?” 

Once again, Averil went sulky. 
“Yes,” she said in the end. Then she 
got up. “Goodnight,” Unusually, she 
did not kiss him but went straight 
into the house and upstairs. 

That, reflected John with satis- 
faction, as he continued to sip his 
coffee out in the warm night air, has 
certainly given her something to 
think about! 

“But I can’t wear that! It’s too 
small.” Averil held up a white 
blouse, a navy blue pleated skirt and 
a pair of knickers of a similar colour 
and looked at them with disgust. 

“They may be a little tight, | 
agree. Nevertheless, you will wear 
this outfit when you are being 
taught.” 

“God! I haven’t worn these 
things since I was fifteen. It’s ridicu- 
lous! Do I have to?” 

"Yes, Averil, unless you dont 
want to start your new job in a fort- 
night’s time.” He had decided that, 
even if the job didn’t begin at once, 
tuition would. To that end he had 
converted the smallest bedroom 


into a kind of schoolroom. There 
was a trestle desk and a swivel-chair 
for him and a school desk with an 
upright wooden chair for Averil. 
“Concentration depends a lot on 
atmosphere,” he had said when the 
girl had protested at these arrange- 
ments. Believe me, I know what I’m 
doing. You don’t imagine you’d be 
able to concentrate on your lessons 


while simply lollopping about the — 


house, do you? Now, go and put that 
outfit on, then come back here.” 
"Bul is such a lovely: cay. 
Couldn’t we...” : 
“Tuition is given on four after- 
noons a week, Averil, no matter 


A look of pique _ puckered 
Averil’s pretty face and, as she was 
wont to do when angry, she stamped 
her foot. Inevitably her breasts 
bounced freely, bursting as they 
were through a thin white blouse the 
buttons of which appeared to be 
handing on for dear life. Averil had 
been right; the uniform was now far 
too small. The navy blue skirt didn’t 
reach halfway down those shapely 
thighs. All the same, it was a uniform 
she would continue to wear. 

“Are you ready to begin your first 
lesson, Averil?” 

ris... (nis 1s absurd!" 

“Are you ready?” John was 


Something like half an hour 
later, Averil’s attempt to recall the 
words of Chaucher had lela to be 


abysmal. 

“Not a very good effort,” 
remarked John smoothly. 

“It's such rubbish,” snapped 
Averil. “Not even in modern 


English. What’s the good of trying to 
remember it?” 

“The good is in the exercise of 
your brain cells,” answered John. He 
paused. 

“Well, Averil, | didn’t expect 
great things at the outset of your new 
academic career; this, however, is a 
very poor effort. So, as a discipline, 





what the weather. Sometimes it may 
be given in the evening, too. It 
depends on your progress. Now, off 
with you.” 

Head downcast, slamming the 
door angrily behind her, Averil left 
the room, carrying her old school 
uniform. With a trace of a smile 
John opened the drawer of his desk. 
From it, he took a light brown strap, 
slit into two thongs towards its end, 
and a slim willow cane of the palest 
yellow colour. Neither was a particu- 
larly severe instrument of correction 
but he had no doubt that either or 
both would adequately stimulate 
Averil’s ‘grey matter’! Behind his 
desk were two hooks in the wall. He 
suspended the strap by an eyelet in 
its end and hung the cance up by its 
hooked handle. They would not, he 
mused, be a welcome sight for the 
girl when she returned. 

In that PUPEOSEO, John was 
COITECL! 

“You can’t be serious! Not in this 
day and age.” 

“Il am perfectly serious, Averil. 
And as for ‘this day and age’, may I 
point out to you that corporal puni- 
shment has not yet been abolished in 
the majority of schools.” 

“But... but... you can't do it... to 
me}” 

~“T can and will if need be. Don’t 
forget what I said, my girl. You 
accept my methods or there’s no 
job.” He smiled. “My, my,” he said, 
“perhaps we shall have you passing 
your A levels after all.” 


controlled and firm. He watched 


with satisfaction as_ she finally 


shrugged her shoulders, turned and 
strode off to sit behind her school 
desk. That, too, was a shade too 
small! Still, no matter. It was all part 
of the new discipline in the girl’s life. 
John took his own seat behind the 
broad desk which stood up on a 
clumsily contrived dais. 

John cleared his throat. “I have 
taken the precaution, Averil, of 
getting your syllabuses from St. 
Hilda’s so that you can continue 
your lessons where you left off.” A 
soft groan came from the far end of 
the room. “lhe first lesson is 
English lteratute. Open your 
‘Chaucer’ at page 45, ‘The Knight’s 
Tale’.” There came another protest 
from behind Averil’s desk. “You will 
read and then learn by heart the first 
twelve lines of the opening.” 

A heavy silence fell upon the 
room. John saw Averil’s head bent 
low. He sensed she was bubbling 
inside with rage and frustration that, 
for the first time in her life, she was 
actually being made to stretch her 
brain. He felt a sense of smug satis- 
faction. Gwynneth would have 
approved, he told himself. Would 
doubtless have approved his 
intended disciplinary methods, too, 
for she had had a strict ‘chapel 


- upbringing’. 


Contentedly he picked up his 
biro and resumed the Second 


Chapter of his latest book which 


recounted some earlier wanderings 
throubh Arabia. 


you will write out that passage twen- 
ty times this evening.” 

“What!” Averil was incredulous. 
So pent up were her emotions that 
one of the buttons on her blouse 
gave up the struggle and popped 


certain degree of 
exposed. 


undone. A 
youthful cleavage was 
“That will take hours...!” 


“Quite possibly,” nodded John, - 


“but it will help you concentrate 
your mind in future.” 

“I won't do it!” Averil declared, 
half standing up. Another button 
gave way and now the two nippled 
apples of her breasts were on the 
verge of exposure. John licked his 
lips and took his time. 

“Very well, Miss... 
alternative...” 

“Oh... is there... and what’s that?” 
Averil subsided back on to her seat. 

“That you accept a strapping,” 
answered John. 

“A strapping?” — 

“That’s correct, my girl. It will 
take a shorter time and be far less 
irksome than writing out 240 lines of 
Chaucer. However, it will be 


there is an 


momentarily more painful. Make up 


your mind. This is all part of the new 
discipline I have been outlining.” 
Averil’s features twitched, her 
delicate hands clenched and 
unclenched. She shook her head, her 


breasts heaved with emotion. 
“Ooohhbh.... this is... is awful....” she 
moaned. 


“Make up your mind,” repeated 
John remorselessly. “It’s one form of 
sscip ine or another. Otherwise we 
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drop the whole thing. Then you will 
not take up your new job but go back 
to boarding school.” 

A wail came from Averil. She 
knew she was defeated. She wanted 
that job so much. She would have to 
go through with it... and she was 
damned if she was going to spend all 
the evening writing ‘lines’ like a little 
kid. There was some good telly on. 
“Alright then,” she said after a long 
delay, “but... but... don’t be too h- 
hard on me... I don’t think I could 
stand it,” Averil stood up. The last 
button on her blouse unpopped and 
her breasts sprang nakedly free; 
high, firm and round. A wonderful 
sight. Averil, for her part, seemed 
barely aware of her unintended 
provocativeness. 

“Come out here,” ordered John, 
trying to keep his voice calm and 
controlled. Averil advance, breasts 
all a-quiver. John stood up and took 
down the strap from its hook. The 
pale brown leather was soft and 
supple; it was by no means a heavy 
instrument. It would smart and burn 
but not too severely. 

“P-please... do you have to?” 
asked Averil, standing wide-eyed 
before his desk. 

“Yes,” answered John Harper 
gravely. “Your mother would have 
approved.” 

Averil covered her face with her 
hands and sobbed for a minute or so 
while John waited patiently, then 
she stood erect, looking tense but 
unexpectedly determined. “Very 
well then,” she said, “let’s get it over 
with.” She extended her right arm, 
palm uppermost, and glanced fear- 
fully at the strap. 

John shook his head slowly. “I’m 
sorry, Averil,” he said, “the only 
proper place for such punishment is 
on the bottom. It is virtually 
designed for it. Hands are needed for 
work.” John saw the girl flushing. 
His eyes wandered to her tits. Was 
she not aware she was so exposed 
there? Perhaps, in an odd way, she 
didn’t mind all that much. Young- 
sters were so outgoing these days. 
“You will bend over my desk and 
you will take your knickers down. In 
this most private academy all 
punishments will be administered 
on the bare flesh. No... don’t protest. 
I’m telling you the facts. You must 
accept my way or abandon the whole 
project.” 

“Please... p-please... don’t...” 

“Over you go,” said John with a 
nonchalence he didn’t really feel. He 
watched as Averil stretched herself 
across his desk, the short navy-blue 


skirt riding up so that a between 
thigh tuck of knickers and the lower 
part of her buttocks were exposed. 
He heard the girl’s short, sharp 
intakes of breath; saw the tightness 
of her knuckles as she gripped the 
desk-edge. Should he take her 
knickers down or make her do it 
herself? “Now - take your knickrs 
down, Averil,” he said. He was still 
trying to remain calm but when he 
touched his brow there was a sheen 


of moisture on it. 


A groan, another sob... then 
Averil’s hands came back and 
plucked at the elastic top of the blue 
school knickers. She pushed and 
wriggled and down they came. 
Down over the plump curvaceous- 
ness of a ripe young bottom. There it 
was, quite naked, with the faintest 
tufts of light blonde down protru- 
ding, the sheen of youth gleaming 
across it’s healthful roundness. 

“I shall give you eight strokes, 
Averil,” he said. “Nothing too severe 
because we are just beginning. I may 
not be so lenient in future. There is 
that cane up there, for example.” 
Was that young bottom flesh twit- 
ching in dread anticipation? Oh 
yes... it was! 

“P-please... don’t hit me h- 
hard...” 

“Not too hard,” smiled John. The 
strap swung in a gentle arc... back- 
wards. Then in a faster arc... 
forwards. 

Whack! 

“Owww.... OWWw.... OWWW...” 
cried Averil, wriggling about all over 
the edge of the desk and momentari- 
ly unclasping her hands from its 
edge. “Ohbh... that hurt ...” 

“It was meant to,” said John, 
contemplating the pink band which 
now curved across the girl’s bare 
bottom. Something worth contem- 
plating for quite a while! The two 
nervous nates contracted. 

“N-not so hard, please...” 

“You may not be aware of it yet, 
Averil,” said John, “but I can lay this 
strap across your bottom a Jot 
harder...” 

Whack! 

“Yeeecooowwww!” This time, the 
strap didn’t fall any harder but it fell, 
more or less, where the first stroke 
had connected with the flinching 
buttocks. Averil’s hands left the 
edge of the desk and clamped them- 
selves against her bottom. A bottom 


which jerked and _ squirmed. 
“Qooohhn..- 0... oooon.....” she 
spluttered. 


“Back over the desk please, Miss. 
And hands away.” 


“Q-ooooohh... I can’t st-stand 
is 

“Oh yes you can. Better than 
writing lines for hours, isn’t it?” 
W hack! 

Another pink band, this one 
lower down the bottom. A bottom 
young and soft and vulnerable. 

“Owwww...aaahhhhbh...oh.... 
Please... stop... please... isn’t that 
nough?” | 

“No, it isn’t.” insisted John, but a 
hint of compassion edged his voice. 
Compassion? Well, perhaps a more 
accurate word would have been 
desire! “However, Averil,” he said, 
“Since this is your first lapse, I have 
decided to reduce the number of 
strokes to six...” 

“Oh... oh, thank you!” 

“That’s alright...” condescenin- 
gly he patted the strap across 
Averil’s twitching buttocks. 

Whack! Number five had 
Averil’s bottom bouncing and wrig- 
gling all over the place and Number 
six, following almost immediately 
after... had her writhing down on her 
knees on the wooden floor of the 
dais. 

Limbs kicked, thighs splayed, 
secret little places -were revealed. 
John now found himself bewildered 
by the success of his planning but for 
how long was he going to be able to 
keep up this Master-and-Pupil rela- 
tionship? To maintain authority, 
one had to be detached. Not only 
had one to be in control, one had to 
control oneself at the same time. 
Not easy that, thought John, as he 
looked at the half-naked Averil 
kneeling on the floor before him. 
Palefaced, fasincated, he watched as 
she rose slowly to her feet, eyes 
wide, knees trembling. 

“Do-do we have to do this next 
time?” she whimpered. John had a 
feeling that he might think of an 
alternative but drove the thought 
from his mind. Against the law of the 
land it wasn’t, but he couldn’t quite 
allow himself to contemplate that 


‘alternative just as this moment. To 


convince himself that he could 
maintain control he put her back 
across the desk and gave her a last 
firm stroke then sent her to her 
room, weeping miserably. He sat at 
his own desk on it’s theatrical dais 
and watched twilight invade the 
corners of the room. In the semi- 
darkness the thought seemed less 
awesome, and at length he went 
quietly along the upper landing to 
Averil’s room. 
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“Six sir!” Her voice is frantically 
high-pitched. “Ooh-s-six sire- six!” 
she splutters desperate sobs with her 
face against the desk top whilst the 
pale impress of the cane’s last stroke 
pinkers and fattens into a sixth rosy 
weal across the under-bits of both 
bum cheeks. “S-six, sir -” Her knees 
flex disobediently as she squirms her 
hips against the front edge of the 
desk. Last term six would have been 
it, the maximum; last term she 
would have been allowed up, having 
ero letal cere Mmer:(e1eMmJ0u0) Comme)en am colelemmc are 
not having earned herself an extra 
two for “making a fuss”. But that was 
last term. 

“Stick it up girl -” the cane flicks 
across the top of her thighs, just 
above her half-lowered knickers. 

“Oooo-sir - y-yes sir - she 
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straightens her legs and hollows her 
back; apple-round buttocks push 
themselves up, full and pert and 
simply pleading for the next stroke 
in their helplessness. 

The cane ‘thwacks’ against 
vulnerable, resilient girl-flesh and 
almost instantly the squirming of 
hips against desk-top recommences 
with added fervour. 

“Seven sir!” blubbing, blubbing 
sobs “S-seven - seven - oh sir - 
fe please sir -” 
lon Fg x “Bottom up, Gillian - you’re a 
“a | | big girl now!” 

“Sir - please -” 

“Up, Gillian, or do you want to 
find yourself back here with your 
knickers down again after supper 
tonight!” 

Gillian’s plump young bottom 
literally bobs into the air and shoves 
it’s saucy cheeks up and out on the 
instant. 

“No sir - oh no - please 

The cane ‘whacks’ down again 
and Gillian’s bum jerks violently to 
one side. Her knees buckle and she 
squeals out the all-important word - 

“Eight - oooo - eight, sir - 
ooohoo - eight, sir -” 

“Is it?” He swishes his cane 
through the air. 

“Yes sir - eight sir - eight -” 

He could count them if he 
wanted to, eight scarlet cane-weals 
across trembling bum-cheeks, but 
he has no need with the girl herself 
keeping her desperate tally. He 
teases her flinching bottom with 
little pats and flicks and “just there, I 
think” aiming strokes, the fasti- 
diousness of this full half minute of 
attention to the positioning of the 
girl’s bum making her elevate it’s 
shivery chubbiness fractionally 
more at each tormenting “platt- 
platt” of the cane, until her bottom is 
literally straining up for it’s next 
stroke, firm and plump and utterly 
vulnerable. 


He: desists from his playful 
“feeling-up” and mischievously rests 
the cane across his palm, seeing a 
sudden tremor of tension tighten the 
muscles in the girl’s legs as she 
catches her breath and holds it, her 
bent-over, bottom-high body thrum- 
ming with dread expectation. Her 
taut-stretched thighs quiver sudden- 
ly as he outwaits her moment of 
frantic concentration; she clings on 
to the peak of her screwed up 
courage, even pushing with her toes 
to lift her bottom just a fraction 
higher, in a panicky demonstration 
of just what an obedient, eager-to- 
please girl she really is - but the 
stroke doesn’t come! 
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She hisses out her pent up 
breath, a-tremble with nerves. Her 
hips dip as she tries to sneak a glance 
over her shoulder, yet without 
managing to catch sight of the cane. 
She whimpers faintly, a plaintive 
“o00h”, “and he snaps at her, 
“Bottom up, girl!” She thrusts her 
quivery buttocks high with a convul- 
sive push of her legs and the cane 
catches her across both cheeks just 
as her bum bounces to meet the 
stroke. 

“Aaaah! Haa-aaah! Aaaah- 
hoooo! Oooh-” 

Her hips bump hard against the 
desk as she swerves her bum away 
from the sting. “S-sir - sir -” 

She squeezes her __ thighs 
together, bending her knees. 

“N-nine, sir - oooh - sir - nine - 
nine” Her tummy squirms against 
the desk top, her bum trembling 
fitfully. She splutters that it’s “nine, 
sir’ several more times as she 
struggles to muster the will to lift her 
crimson-blazed buttocks up for the 
headmaster to cane them again. 
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Last term; oh, last term; it would 
all have been over. The girl blubs a 
series of sobs, her mouth wet against 
the desk, yet she manages to stick 
atop mmolebeeMmelopmmolonjie-Dolanmmebenyanennercany 
but up nice and high; trembly but wp; 
helpless, flinching, cheek-tweaking 
but wp; and when she’s done it, when 
she has made that humiliating 
gesture of acceptance of her head- 
master’s right to thrash her smarting 
bottom still more, and when he has 
waited patiently for her to make 
herself do it, there is another of 
those nerve-tingling moments that 
stretches on and on before the cane 
swishes down again and “splatts!” 
across the plump pertness of 
Gillian’s upthrust bum. 

al © 701010 }ammn ©1010 101010101010) 0 LENS OL 
blubs and sobs and stutters “T-ten, 
sir - ten - ten - oh, sir - ten sir -” 

Unable to help herself she 
clutches frantically at the heated 
tenderness of her bottom, squeezing 
at the sting and forgetting the rule 
about not rubbing until after you’ve 
had your caning; or sharp stroke 
across the backs of her thighs takes 
her to task, the reminder reinforced 
by the snapped-out words, “Put your 
hands back where they’re supposed 
to be, Gillian!” 

“Yes sir - yes sir” Her fingers 
scrabble for the far side of the desk, 
but her lack of self-control has to be 
dealt with. She is straightening her 
legs and hollowing her back and 
pushing her bottom out yet again 
before she hears “Stand up!” 
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She scrambles to her feet, all 
flushed cheeks and tearfullness, all 
slidey-down knickers and rucked-up 
blouse and firm, bare belly and 
pubic fuzz and maidenly close-pres- 
sing of soft thighs. Left hand, right 
hand - two strokes each, alternately - 
liam ot-belemmmatcdelmmet:belee 

“Sir - please sir - s - sorry sir -” 

“Bend over” 

She slumps weeping across the 
desk again, squeezing her hands 








together, white knuckles and rosy 
palms. Time has to be spent over 
settling her down, time spent and 
Opportunity taken to arrange her 
“properly”; her blouse is inched up 
with the necessary lifting of tummy 
and chest and slipping underneath of 
nonchalent hands. Young breasts 24 =— ; . 
are somehow coaxed free of a 34B Ee gt a ae | - omen 
cup bra and pert nipples stiffened by ee, ia Fo } 
contact with the cool desk-top and 
then between casually tweezing 
fingertips. 

“Sir - oh, please sir -” 

The cane rattles as it is picked up: 
almost unwittingly Gillian starts to 
push her smarting bottom up and 
out as though the knowledge alone 
that the cane is hovering somewhere 
behind her again is_ sufficient 
prompting, but the patronishing 
instruction; “Come on then - stick 
your naughty bottom up” makes 
sure she does precisely what is 
expected of her. 

The “thwitt!” of the cane has 
Gillian wriggling across the desk 
with breathless gasps and the plain- 
tive, pleading wail “Eleven, sir -!” 

Trembly bum-cheeks lift them- 
selves reluctantly, warily up for the 
last stroke. Poised in crimson- 
wealed helplessness,  Gillian’s 
bottom waits and shivers and 
flinches as the cane teases here and 
there and bounces tormentingly off 
the firm roundness as it puts off the 
moment. 

Holding her breath, tears rolling 
down her pink cheeks, Gillian tries 
to gather what is left of her self- 
composure, eyes tight-shut, mouth 
half-open, a runnel of snot making 
her pretty face look ridiculously chil- 
Clhjem-belemelela-la-Dimserimearcmstumaelenh: 
big enough to have twelve hard 
strokes of the cane across her bare 
bottom instead of the six she would 
have got last term. 

“Up, Gillian!” 

“Ooh - yes sir!” The school’s 
newest and youngest prefect thrusts 
out her bottom and the cane slices 
down. 

“Aaagh - aaahhhhooo! 
Oooogh!” she glubs and blubbers 
and gasps great sobs and he thinks 
she’s going to forget. And then, with 
a splutter of tears that subsides to a 
snotty sniffle she stumbles whispe- 
ringly that last vital word: 

“S-Sit- Oowow - t-twelve, sir!” 

“Twelve indeed, Gillian”, says 
the headmaster. He flicks her tremb- 
ling bottom playfully with the tip of 
the cane and looks at his watch. 
Almost four o’clock; two in deten- 
tion this evening; he leaves Gillian 
and takes his cane off to deal with 


a couple more naughty girls. 
\ 
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ennis Romsey regarded his 
young ward Charlotte with 
* affection. Now that Alec, 
Chairman of the Club had departed, 
he somehow felt he could talk more 
freely. Silly that, really, because 
Alec had always been open and 
honest with him. 

“So you had to go before the 
Committee, did you my dear?” 

‘a-.es. Whee... replied tne 
girl... and blushed furiously. She 
always called Dennis ‘Uncle’ 
though there was no blood rela- 
tionship between them. He was 
simply Charlotte’s legal guardian 
until she was eighteen. 

“And... er... how did you get on?” 
He smiled encouragingly and his 
eyes roved lustfully over his ward. 
That ripe young figure was literally 
bursting out of that Girl Guide’s 
uniform he had made her wear. The 
Members of the Committee would 
have appreciated that, he reflected 
with satisfaction. Perhaps it was the 
deciding factor in his being accepted 
in the club. Clever of him to trick 
her out in this fashion. 

“T... | was frightened and... and... 
so a-ashamed...” , 

“Well, well, Charlotte, I suppose 
that’s understandable. After all, you 
are still very young and those gent- 
lemen are rather getting on in years. 
Like me. Still, that’s over now. And, 
as you heard the Chairman of the 
Club say, I have been elected as a 
Member.” 

Somewhat to Dennis’s surprise, 
Charlotte covered her face with his 
hands and burst into tears. “Oh... 
ohhh... how could you, Uncle?” she 
wailed. 

“I do not think it is any business 
of yours, young lady, as to how or 
why I want to join any organisation,” 
said Dennis. sternly. “Frankly, 
Charlotte, I am fast coming to the 
conclusion I have been far too 
lenient with you in the past. That is 
going to change.” 

“Obh...eonh... Uncle...” 

“I have already had some discus- 
sion on the subject with the 
Committee. ow that I ama 
Member, I shall have more. Doubt- 
less I shall get some good advice. 
Dry your tears and stop snivelling.” 
Dennis pulled out a handkerchief 
and threw it across. Charlotte 
dabbed at her reddened eyes. 


“You...mmnffff.... don’t know 
what... mmmon/ifff.... what they made 
me do,” she sobbed. 


Dennis Romsey seated himself 


in an armchair and lit a small cigar. 
“Perhaps you had better tell me,” he 
said. 











She 





“T.... L... mmmfff... don’t w-want 
to,” replied the girl. 

“What you want is neither here 
nor there,” snapped Dennis. “You 
will tell me.” He was most intrigued 
to know what his ‘Candidacy Contri- 
bution’ had gone through. One day 
he might be a Member of that 
Committee! 

Charlotte bit her lips furiously 
before answering. “They... they 
made me take my clothes off...” 

“Really?” Dennis was _ faintly 
surprised that the Committee had 
gone so far at such an early stage. 
“All of them?” 

“Y-Yes,” nodded Charlotte. “But 
that’s not all...” 

“Well?” 

“They p-put me over a t-table 
and... and... oohh... they st-strapped 
me. | 

Dennis was even more surprised. 


And excited. -I[he Committee 
certainly didn’t do things by halves! 
“I expect you deserved it,” he said, 
trying to keep his voice calm. 

"| didnt. i didnt... it was 
horrid!” cried Charlotte. She felt she 
couldn’t bring herselt to recount 
what had happened after that. 

“I think you’d better show me,” 
said Dennis, drawing heavily on his 
cigar. 

“Show you? Show you what?” 

“Your bottom, of course, young 
lady.” Dennis felt his _ pulses 
throbbing. 

“After all, if they’ ve harmed you, 
| shall’ take it up with= the 
Committee. Even further maybe.” 

Charlotte hesitated, blushing 
furiously again. How awful it was! 
First those horrid men... and now 
her Uncle. Still, it might be worth it: 
he might take some action. She 
turned and, for the second time that 
day, removed those tight-fitting 
shorts. No knickers beneath. Down 
her tapering thighs they went... to 
reveal two delightful gibous-moons 
of flesh covered ina mass of pink-red 
swathes. 

Dennis Romsey’s eyes feasted; 
his pulses pounded more furiously. 
They had indeed given the girl quite 
a good hiding, but nothing too 
serious. All traces would have gone 
in a few days. Stubbing out his cigar, 
he stood up and walked across to his 
ward and lightly ran his hand over 


both buttock cheeks. . They felt 
deliciously soft and warm. 

"Oh dont... dont! gasped 
Charlotte, flinching and twisting 
away. 

At once, Dennis delivered two 
stinging slaps on the tender flesh, 
makin the girl yelp loudly. “Don’t 
tell me what and what not to do, 
Miss!” he shouted. “You’re far too 
cheeky and it is obvious to me that 
you should have had this sort of 
treatment long ago.” 

Charlotte’s hands were clasped 
to her bottom, her head hung and 
she continued to sob. “Are you... g- 
going to... speak to... t-them?” 

“I certainly am,” replied Dennis 
jovially. “I am going to send them 
my approval.” 

Charlotte turned, eyes flashing. 
Dennis saw the downy, blonde 
triangle. “Ohh you couldn’t... oohh... 
you b-beast... you beast!” 

“That is quite enough of that,” 
said Dennis firmly. He gripped the 
girl by one arm and pulled her 
towards the armchair. “Such 
language from a girl to her Guar- 
dian!” In moments Dennis was re- 


seated on the chair but now with 
Charlotte - kicking and shrieking - 
pinned across his lap. He felt the 
voluptuous softness of her... saw the 
quivering-pink blancmanges that 
made up her bottom. “They were 
obviously too lenient. As I have 
been. A matter that will be reme- 
died 

“Stooopppp! Ohhh stoooppppp! 
I’m so tender already....” 

“Good!” Dennis was grinning 
lustfully. In swift succession, he 
slapped left and right cheeks. Then 
he laid an even harder slap across the 
centre of both. Charlotte yelled 
loudly and kicked and wriggled even 
more frantically. Much to Dennis’s 
pleasure. Taking a firmer grip on his 
victim, he began to smack the 
luscious young bottom, helpless 
before him, just as hard as he could. 

Left, right and centre! 

Left, right and centre! 

And he went on doing so until 


the palm of his hand was burning. 


hot. 


“Dennis Romsey? Dennis 
recognised Eric’s voice at once. 

“Yes. Nice to hear from you: 
Eric. Thanks for accepting me as a 
Member.” 2 

“Think nothing of it, old boy. 
You could scarcely fail with your 
‘Contribution’, you know!” 

“I see you gave her a good strap- 


ping.” 


“Ah, so you took a look, did 
you?” 
“] did indeed.” Dennis was 


finding it increasingly easy to talk . 


about such matters without any 
embarrassment. “What can I do for 
you?” 

“A Member has been enquiring 
if Charlotte would be free next 
week-end. We’d have her picked up 
on Friday night about six. Back on 
Sunday afternoon.” 

Dennis felt a slight tingle of his 
nerves. It was beginning. “Oh yes, 
I’m sure she will be free,” he replied. 
“In fact, Pll make sure she 1s!” He 
paused and was about to ask a ques- 
tion when Eric answered it for him. 

“Thanks, old man. Of course, 
youll be sent a ‘Replacement’. 
That’s one of the Club’s Rules.” 

“Ah... | see...” Dennis felt his 
throat tightening up a little. There 
were many questions he wanted to 
ask and agan Eric answered before 
he could put them. 

“Her name’s Abigail, she’s 
seventeen and a half and has been on 
our ‘books’ longer than most. So 


she’s quite experienced. Still needsa 
firm hand though, if you follow me.” 

“1 00, Eric, | dol: 

“Have you got a cane, by the 
way?” 

Again Dennis felt that tingle but 
more strongly. “Er... no... not actual- 
ly... not yet...” Foolish of him not to 
have got himself properly organised. 

“. should get one before the 
week-end,” said Eric witha laugh. “If 
you have any difficult, [ll get 
Abigail to bring one with her.” 

“That... that might be better,” 
said Dennis quickly. He had just 
realised he did not quite know how 


‘to go about acquiring such a thing in 


this day and age. 

“Right then,” said Eric. “She’ll be 
along early Friday evening. ‘Bye for 
now, old boy.” 

“Goodbye,” said Dennis. His 
hand was trembling slightly as he put 
down the receiver. 


eeee eee eevee eeeeeeneeneeeee 


Dennis paced the room nervous- 
ly. Night was falling fast and Mrs 
Dodds, his Housekeeper, had 
already been in and pulled the long 
velvet curtains. She would be gone 
any moment now, he thought. How 
kind of him to give her the week-end 
off! Hopefully, she would be having 
quite a few of those in future. Time 
for a good stiff Scotch, Dennis told 
himself. Since it was six o’clock ona 
Friday night, he deserved one. 

Needed one, too! 

As he drank it at unusual speed, 
he distantly heard the front door 
close. Alone at last, he thought with 
an inner smile. For the moment, 
anyway. Dennis poured himself 
another Scotch and, seating himself 
on a couch, drank this one more 
slowly. His nervousness was fast 
ebbing away to be replaced by 
excited anticipation. | 

The front doorbell rang and the 
sound seemed to tingle through his 
nerves. He went along a thickly 
carpetted hallway and opened the 
heavy oak door, hearing a car driving. 
off as he did so. There, in the light of 
a mock stage-coach lantern, stood a 
quite enchanting sight. 

“’'m Abigail,” said this vision 
with lustrous, doe-like brown eyes. 
She carried, Dennis noticed, a long 
canvas case which probably normal- 
ly contained hockey-sticks and the 
like. But now? 

“Come in, Abigail,” he said, 
inclining his head... and still not 
quite believing it was happening. 

The girl, half-smiled, stepped in 
and at once removed her round 
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school hat and a dark green raincoat. 
Dennis saw that she had deep brown 
hair plaited in a single pigtail. He 
also saw that Abigail had retained 
her school uniform. Perhaps that is 
de rigeur on these occasions, he 
thought. The uniform consisted of a 
white blouse, a skirt the same colour 
as her raincoat, calf-length white 
socks and black slip-on shoes with 
buckles. There seemed to be a lot of 
white limb-flesh beneath a 
remarkably short, pleated skirt and 
the tops of those white socks. 

She turned to him, pale, unsmi- 
ling, yet not lacking in seli-assur- 
ance, it seemed. “Which way, Sir?” 
she enquired decorously. 

Dennis nodded towards the half 
open door of the sitting room. 
“Through there,” he said. “Better 
bring your bag...” : 

“Ah yes.” Abigail bent, with an 
elegant sideways movement of her 
knees, and picked it up. Then, hesi- 
tant yet determined, she moved 
towards the door. 

Once in the sitting-room, Dennis 
had a far better view of his ‘replace- 
ment’ ... and was well-pleased. This 
Abigail looked rather older than her 
seventeen and a half years, with 
breasts high, firm and rounded 
thrusting through her blouse, dark 
nipples being clearly visible. Surely 
she must be wearing a bra., Dennis 
told himself. Perhaps a half-cup one. 
He’d find out soon enough. 

“Sit down,” he invited, indicating 
a wooden, straight-backed chair. He 
himself took the sofa. Abigail’s skirt 
rose high, one thigh crossed slowly 
over another, giving Dennis a quick 
flash of triangular pale green nylon. 

“T understand I am to stay her 
until Sunday afternoon.” 

“That is correct. Normal proce- 
dure, I believe?” 

“Yes,” nodded Abigail. She bit 
her lower lip. 

“My night things, Sir. Toiletries. 
Things like that.” 

“Anything else?” 

Abigail swallowed hard. “Er... 
yes, Sir. A strap... and a cane.” 

“Abh.... yes... I think you ought 
to get those out.” Dennis’s anticipa- 
tory excitement was mounting. 

“Most gentlemen have their 
own,” said Abigail, unzipping the 
canvas bag. © | 

“I am a new Member of the 
Club” announced Dennis and 
immediately regretted giving any 
explanation. On the table beside her, 
Abigail placed a strap of pale brown 
leather, some eighteen inches long 
and an inch and a half wide. It was no 
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thicker than an average wooden 
ruler. Alongside it she put down a 
smooth, yellow, hook-handled cane, 
typical of the ones used in schools. 

There was a silence. To be 
honest, Dennis did not quite know 
how to proceed. What excuse could 
he find for using those implements? 
The girl, mewly arrived, had 
committed no fault. Perhaps he 
would have to bide his time. 

“Would you like to go and tidy 
up, Abigail?” he asked. 

“Thank you, Sir,” replied the girl 
politely. She rose from her chair and 
left the room with demure obedi- 
ence. Dennis felt prickles of sweat 
under his armpits. 


Abigail was back within five 
minutes. Now she looked paler and 
more tense. She came and stood 
directly before Dennis’s chair. 

“I... I’m sorry, Sir” she said, 
“while I was in your bathroom, I 
broke a small vase carrying pot- 
pourri. It was most careless of me.” 

Dennis felt his pulses beginning 
to pound again. Had it been an acci- 
dent or was this girl deliberately 
setting herself up? Since he was new 
to all this it was difficult to be 
certain. On the other hand, Eric had 
told him that Abigail had consider- 
able experience. Surely he should be 


leading and she following; yet it 


seemed to be the other way round. 
Did it really matter though? 

“Yes, that was very careless 
Abigail,” said Dennis slowly. The 
tension was increasing within him. 
“That was a gift from my dear, late 
Mother. Much treasured.” 

“Oh Tm really sorry,” said 
Abigail. She looked it, too. 

“’m afraid you'll have to be 
punished for such an error.” 

“Yes.... yes... 1: deserve to be,” 
said Abigail. Incredible, said Dennis 
to himself. Why was she agreeing 
not protesting? 

“I am going to have to cane 
VOU... 

A little gasp... a nervous twitch of 
the lips. “Y-yes, Sir... if you must.” 

“IT am afraid I must,” said Dennis. 
He got up from his chair and took 
hold of the hook-handled cane. How 
supple it was, how easily it swung! 
What a thrill it gave him simply to 
hold it in his hand. “You will kneel 
and bend over the sofa arm, 
Abigail,” he heard himself saying. 


“Yes, Sir... oh p-please, don’t be © 


too severe on me. It really was an 
accident.” 
“You will then pull up your skirt 


and take down your knickers.” 

“Y eS, ‘Sit... ff you say so, Sir...” 

“I do say so,” intoned Dennis, 
blessing the day he had first been put 
in touch with the Club. He watched 
almost ecstatically as this shapely 
young creature knelt at one end of 
the couch and pulled up her skirt 
high. A most curvaceous bottom was 
revealed, the skin exceedingly 
white, most minimally covered by a 
pair of pale green nylon briefs. Oh 
God, what beauty, thought Dennis! 
Superb! Whilst Charlotte was plump 
with puppy-fat, this girl had woman- 
ly development, even at so young an 
age. How quite, quite charming! 

“Take those knickers down...” 

Naturally, there was no need for 
Abigail to do so. Such a flimsy item 
offered no protection. Yet, they 
must come down. The girl must be 
fully exposed. Fully shamed. Was it 
not all part of her punishment? 

Abigail pushed down the briefs 
to her knees. Nakedly her bottom 
curved, thrust up and out by the end 
of the couch. A perfect posture for a 
caning! 

“P-please, Sir... not too hard,” 
came a whimper. Abigail’s face was 
buried in a cushion, her clenched 
hands gripped the edges of it. 

“T am giving you half a dozen, 
Abigail,” announced Dennis. 

“Oh Sir... no....000.... please.... 
please...” : 

“You deserve nothing less for 
such carelessness,” said Dennis 
firmly. 

“Beyond that, I have been told 
you are experienced. If you were 
new to discipline, it might be diffe- 
rent.” 

“ON. OD... Sit...” 

Dennis tapped the soft white 
flesh with the tip of the cane. It 
quivered, then it twitched with 
sudden dread. Oh what a joy to see! 
Suddenly he realised he did not 
know quite how hard he should lay 
on the cane. Very hard? Hard? 
Medium? Mildly? His knowledge of 
such degrees of severity was 
minimal. Ultimately, he decided on 
something between hard and 
medium. To start with, anyway. 

Carefully he measured Abigail’s 
delicious bottom, sawing the cane to 
and fro. Then, suddenly, he raised it 
high and brought it whistling down. 

SSSSWWWIIL.....11ipppptttt. 

There was a muffled half-gasp, 
half-cry from the velvet cushion and 
Abigail’s bottom performed a series 
of quick, juddering gyrations. Yet 
she remained in her kneeling 


posture over the couch’s end, hands 
gripping the cushion more tightly, 
knuckles white. Dennis contem- 
plated the thin, pink-red, twin- 
tracked weal he had just raised with 
infinite satisfaction. It ran across, 
virtually halfway down Abigail’s 
bottom, encircling most of the left 
cheek and all of the right, leaping the 
cleft between that lush curvaceous- 
ness. Yes, he thought, this girl must 
be experienced. Most youngsters 
would have leapt up after a cut like 
that. 

Unhurriedly, Dennis sawed the 
cane across Abigail’s soft white 
buttocks ...and was delighted to see 
them give a convulsive twitch of 
dread. He was sawing about an inch 
above where he had laid on the first 
stroke. Slowly Dennis withdrew the 
cane, raised it high... 

SSSWWWiIil...uippppptttt! 

The cane zipped down and fell 
just about exactly where Dennis had 
aimed it. That was most gratifying. 
So were the even more urgent gyra- 
tions. of Abigail’s bottom; during 
which her long thighs splayed a little 
to reveal some delightful girlish 
secrets even more openly. 

“Ooww....aaaggghh....oh p- 
please not so hard, Sir!” 

Was he laying on too hard, 
wondered Dennis? Being himself 
inexperienced in such matters, he 


had no means of knowing. It was 
very possible, however, that the girl 
was pleading in this fashion in an 
attempt to induce him to go easier 
on her. 

“I think, Abigail,” he said, 
finding his voice rather thick, “you 
had better take your knickers right 
off. Otherwise you'll very likely rip 
them.” 

He paused, flexing the supple 
cane with relish. “You deserve to be 
caned hard for such carelessness. 
And you're going to be.” Dennis 
watched as Abigail first knelt erect, 
then stood to let her knickers slip 
down over her knees and down her 
calves. She stopped to remove them 
from around her ankles and, once 
more, Dennis was favoured with a 
delightful view of most personal 
. possessions. 

Were Club Members permitted? 
The thought flashed through his 
mind. He should have asked Eric; 
even though the man might have 
thought him a fool for being so 
naive. There was plenty of time. A 
whole week-end lay ahead. More 
than likely, he thought, the girl 
herself would give him some lead. 

Once more Abigail knelt and 
draped herself over the sofa-end. 


How provocatively her bottom 
seemed to thrust up at him! Heart 
pounding, Dennis measured it once 
more, now aiming an inch below the 
first weal. This time, he told himself, 
Pll give it to her just as hard as I can. 
Then she’ll realise I take no notice of 
her pleas. 

Making an extra effort, Dennis 
was not quite so accurate. The cane 
caught only less than half of 
Abigail’s left buttock cheek, all of 
the right, with the tip zipping round 
and biting into her soft flank. 

“Yeeeooowwww!” This time 
Abigail’s head jerked up off the 
cushion and her cry of pain was loud 
and genuine. Her bottom squirmed 
left and right, left and _ right, 
juddering violently. Dennis heard 
the blood singing in his ears. That 
really got to her, he thought. Still, I 
mustn’t overdo it. 

“P-please, Sir... p-plee...eeease 
not so h-hard...” came the muffled 
beseeching as Abigail’s head went 
back into the cushion. 

Dennis once more sawed to and 
fro. An inch lower, since it was now 
his intention to work down the 
buttocks to the overhang. That was 
where the last stroke was planned to 
fall. . 
“Do you think you’ll be more 
careful in future, Abigail?” 

"Yes. Sir... Oh yes:.. Sir!” 

“Good...” Up went the cane 
again... and down it whistled once 
more. Hard, but not quite so hard as 
the previous time. 

SSWWWWIIII1.....1iiipppppttttt! 

Abigail not only squirmed and 
jerked as her head thumped up and 
down on its cushion, her long limbs 
kicked out, thighs splaying once 
more. Delightful! Quite delightful! 
Dennis looked at the four encircling 
weals, so bright against such white 
skin. Two more to be raised yet. 

To and fro... to and fro... sawed 
the cane. Twitch and quiver... twitch 
and quiver... went the flesh. 

SSSSWWWWWIiIIl.....1ipppppttttt! 

Number five’ buried itself 
momentarily deep into he soft flesh, 
then the cane sprang away again. Oh 
how it made her yelp! Oh how it 
made her squirm! Round and round, 
back and forth, belly thumping on 
the curve of the couch arm. 

One more to go. Lustfully 
Dennis sawed the cane across the 
very tops of Abigail’s thighs, just 
where they joined the fulsomeness 
of her young bottom. “No....0000.... 
please...” Abigail’s head was up and 
twisted round. He saw tears shim- 
mering in those doe-like eyes; 


observed the half-open mouth, lips 
wet and quivering. He had indeed 
lighted upon a most sensitive area, it 
seemed; even while Abigail’s head 
was still turned he raised the cane 
swiftly and brought it whistling 
down precisely in the target area. 
Thus he was able to glimpse the 
shock and pain on those pretty 
features before, with a shriek, 
Abigail jumped erect and, hands 
clasping urgently to the lower part of 
her bottom, performed a pavanne of 
pain around the couch. Dennis’s 
hand shook slightly as he replaced 
the cane on a table nearby. His 
pulses were pounding and his throat 
was dry. That, he told himself 
emphatically, was just about the 
most exciting experience of my life! 

“Go and wash those tears away, 
Abigail,” said Dennis blandly. “And, 
this time, while you’re in the 
bathroom, I should be rather more, 
careful.” 

“Y-yes...mmmfff...yes, Sita.” 
Dennis watched the girl move from 
the room in that way of hers, hands 
still pressed to her bottom. I guess, 
he thought, smiling faintly, that cold 
flannel will not only be pressed to 
reddened eyes but to far warmer 
areas as well! 

When she came back Abigail 
looked brighter, though still pale. In 
her hand she carried her knickers, 
fiddling with them with nervous 
fingers. He wondered if she was 
perhaps waiting for permission to 
put them back on; how charming, 
such consideration! 

Wanting to think about this first 
encounter with one of Eric’s girls - 
that was how he thought of Abigail, 
since he hadn’t yet met any other 
Club members - Dennis said she 
could take her case upstairs and 
unpack. 

“Yes sir’, she said, and fiddled 
with her knickers and looked uncer- 
tainly at him until he had to ask her 
what was bothering her. 

“Um - I was just wondering 
which room, sir. The little room at 
the back or the big one at the front.” 

The room at the front had a 
double bed; Dennis said she could 
put her things into the back room for 
the time being. Abigail nodded and 
went upstairs lugging her case and 
Dennis turned to the telephone 
trying to remember Eric’s number. 
This he would have to check up on - 
suddenly he realised that Charlotte 
would have arrived at her weekend 
destination by now, and might very 
well be in much the same situation 
as was his own visitor - yes, he’d 
better check with Eric right away - 
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an’t have it girl, - can’t have 
our netball team losing to St. 
Aubrey’s!” 

“N-no, sir” Sally’s fingers twiddle 
nervously together behind her back. 
She looks down at the floor feeling 
the flush of embarrassment rising to 
her cheeks whilst the lecture conti- 
nues. She can feel the stickiness still 
on her body, not having been 
allowed time enough even for a 
shower before being summoned to 
the gym to be given one of the sports 
master’s - “de-briefings”. Not that 
she’s wearing any - briefs, that is. 
Knickers aren’t permitted to be worn 
under shorts. The backs of her fidge- 
ty hands rest on the out-swell of her 
bottom behind her back and she can 
feel the warmth of her body against 


her knuckles. 
“Not good enough - | won’t have 


my team losing to that rabble from 
St. Aubreys - d’you understand?” 


“Yes sir,” she’s seen the cane 
dangling by it’s crook handle from 
the cleat that you wind the rope 
around that raises and lowers the 
beam. She knows she’s going to get it 
- again. Her bum feels big and over- 
obvious, almost so’s you’d think it’s 
self-conscious would actually be 
visible to any one who cared to look. 

The sound of the door opening 
behind her and ponderous footsteps 
on the floorboards announce the 
arrival of one who would care to look 
at a girl’s bum when he knows she’s 
about to be told to get her shorts 
down and about to get that bottom 
caned. 








“Tm telling you girl that we can’t 
have it, Mr Tomkin. Can’t have our 
people losing to St. Aubreys”. 

“No, indeed!” say’s Sally’s 
housemaster, who has to be in on 
this little conspiracy to bend the 


school rules since only he and the 
other housemaster have the authori- 


ty to take a girl’s knickers down for 
any kind of chastisement at all, and 
only he can use a cane on a bottom 
thus legitimately bared for puni- 
shment. He won’t actually be caning 
the girl, but that cane hanging from 
the cleat is his and he’ll be there, so 
it's a sort of bending of the rules 
rather than a breaking. 

“She needs something to wake 
her ideas up, Mr Tomkin.” 

“Yes, indeed!” No-one uses the 
word “indeed” more often than Mr 
Tomkin. Sally gulps, because Mr 
Tomkin’s use of the word “indeed” 
tends to take on a certain tone when 
he’s about to tell you to take your 
knickers down, and that tone is there 
right now. 

“Better have her pants down, Mr 
Ross, that’s what / think. Yes, indeed 
I do!” 

“[ think I agree,” says Mr Ross, 
and Mr Tomkin relays this joint 
decision - foregone conclusion 
though it is - to the girl in his usual 
gently-worded way. 

“Get’em down, girl!” He says it 
with the same malevolent glitter in 
his piggy eyes that is always there 
when knickers are coming down. 
“Oh yes - get’em down in-deed!” He 
has different ways of saying his 
favourite word. “In-deed” means 
he’s going to enjoy this, but then, he 
always does. 

Sally, who has “taken ’em down” 
for Mr Tomkin on other occasions, 
slips her shorts down even before 
“in-deed” has echoed around the 

ym, because Mr Tomkin doesn’t 
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like a girl to “fiddle-faddle around” 
when he’s about to enjoy something. 
She pushes them down far enough at 
the front for her mid-blonde pubic 
curls” to be plainly- “on : view’, 
because Mr Tomkin doesn’t much 
go for maidenly modesty in girls 


either. 
“Will you cane her, Mr Tomkin?” 


asked for the sake of appearances. 


“I think it would be more appro- 
priate in this case if you were to cane 
her, Mr Ross.” 

“Well, if you think so, Mr 
Tomkins.” 

“Yes in-deed, Mr Ross” In-deed, 
because this new game of caning the’ 
bottoms of the school teams’ 
captains has added a new dimension 
to Mr Tomkin’s enjoyment of such 
punishments. 

Now that Sally’s shorts are down, 
Mr Tomkins positions himself in 
such a way that by having the girl 
reach forward over his shoulders he 
can hold her wrists and, with a back- 
ward nudge of his hips, he can have 

er comfortably hoisted up onto his 
ack with her feet off the floor and 
er hands kept well away from her 
bottom so that she can’t interfere 
with her caning. There are certain 
other advantages too - yes in-deed! 

Because now, as Mr Ross goes to 
fetch the cane, the breathless 
panting that a girl will sometimes 
evidence once her pants are down 
and she’s about to get it, is right there 
in Mr Tomkin’s ear, since her head is 
necessarily right beside his own. 

And now, as Mr Ross begins to 
weild the cane, every tiny and other- 
wise unheard issuance of Sally’s 
anguished little pleas, whispered 
under her breath and every whimper 


and stifled sob as the cane whips 
across her bottom, is there to be 


enjoyed without the slightest degree 
of atenuation. Little ‘please’ words, 
little blasphemous gasps - “Oh, 
Christ!” “Oh, Lord!” - little whim- 
pered vulgarities that a girl of her 
upbringing simply shouldn’t know - 
all are sobbed right into his ear. 
And as the cane’s repeated 
arrival across Sally’s animated 
ottom continues to stimulate her 
wrigglings and struggles, the other 
advantage of his novel way of doing 
things becomes more evident. 
Because with the whole weight of 
her young body on his back, and her 
hips pressed against him as they are, 
and in a most intimate way, there 
isn’t a shiver or a wiggle or a tremor 
that doesn’t automatically commu- 
nicate itself directly to Mr Tomkin’s 
own person. And that is in-deed a 
new and not to be missed experience 
for Mr Tomkin. Yes, in-deed. 
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‘It’s a funny age for girls - coming 
into womanhood and yet undecided 
as to what they want to be. Young 
still, or sophisticated, I mean’ 
Charles Madden said. ‘With Tricia 
now’, he went on, ‘I do insist that she 
continues her coaching. Miss 
Harmsworth was very good in that 
direction’ 

‘Miss Harmsworth?’, queried 
Ralph. His acquaintanceship with 
Madden was still fairly slight and 
had only come about because of the 
friendship between Tricia and his 
own daughter, Nikki. Right now the 
two girls were out on the long green 
lawn throwing a beach ball to one 
another and laughing, the skirts of 
their thin summer dresses flipping 
up with every jump and twist of their 
lithe bodies to show flashes of 
stockinged thighs. 

Running the rim of his wine glass 
against his lips, Ralph watched them 
distantly, as Charles did, and then he 
heard Madden reply, ‘A private sort 
of college. Not an orthodox one, but 
good. Miss Harmsworth is the Prin- 
cipal. Uses an admirable mixture of 
- er - traditional and modern 
methods. The “calisthenics of obedi- 
ence”, she calls it’. 

‘Calis...? Ah yes’, Ralph said 
vaguely. Images of young females 
bending and twisting their bodies in 
slow, rhythmic fashion came into his 
mind and faded. A glance at his 
watch told him it was time they were 
leaving. His host, noticing the 
offhand gesture, nodded just as if 
Ralph had spoken and said, ‘I guess 
you ll wanting to be getting back 
now. Tricia will enjoy her week with 
you, I’m sure. If you care to call them 
in, Pll put her bag in your car’. 

‘Sure’, Ralph replied. Madden’s 
first remark about the transition 


from girlhood to womanhood struck - 


him all the more as he went out 
through the side door from the 
kitchen into the garden and called 
the girls. It was like calling two kids 
in, he thought, even though they 


were several years beyond that stage 
- a brief look of disappointment 
coming on to their faces as though 
they had been interrupted in the 
middle of something important and 
irretrievable. 

‘Already, Daddy?’, Nikki asked, 
cuddling the large coloured ball as 
the pair tripped towards him. 

“Well, it’s an hour’s journey and 


~ there’ll be alot of Sunday traffic ona 


day like this. Come on, you two’, he 
replied, taking in the familiar 
pouting expression of his daughter 
on the one hand and the more shy 
expression of Tricia that seemed, he 
thought, to conceal a slight wariness. 
He had only seen her three or four 
times before, and those briefly. They 
might almost be sisters, both smal- 
lish in stature with delicately- 
fashioned but ripening body 
features. Clones in a way, and yet 
not, still keeping their Teddy Bears 
in their rooms, but nowadays always 
flicking the pages of fashion catalo- 
gues and making one dig into one’s 
wallet. Nylons now, instead of white 
socks. Translucent panties that were 
ten times more provocative than 
they would ever know. 

Allowing them to pass before 
him into the kitchen and thence 
through into the dining room and 
the hall, Ralph noticed how an 
errant shaft of sunlight made Tricia’s 
skirt momentarily transparent right 
up to the tightly-jiggling orb of her 
bottom - so much so that one could 
glimpse the upsweeping lines of her 
bottom-sheathing knicks as_ she 
walked. 

_ For all their giggles, chatter and 
general outward attitude of 
‘couldn’t-care-less’ when they were 
alone together, the two girls expec- 
tedly sat fairly quiet together in the 
back of the car. Another mark of 
their ages, he thought, that the 
immediate presence of an older 
male seemed to quell their natural 
sparkiness, as though they stil! really 
went in awe of ‘authority’. Which is 
how it should be, Ralph told himself 
with satisfaction. 

‘T’d better phone Daddy, if I may, 
just to let him know | arrived safely’, 
Tricia said as soon as they arrived. 
She waited though - as Ralph 
noticed - for Nikki to scamper up to 
the bathroom before she spoke, just 
as though she didn’t wish to appear 
babyish. 

‘Sure. Use the extension in the 
dining room’, Ralph told her. 
Staying back in the living room, he 
rustled a newspaper as if to demons- 


and said doubtfully, ‘Mmmm...’. 

‘Pll bring your bag upstairs’, he 
told her. Nikki was awfully casual 
about organising things for visitors. 
Young girls were just sloppy that 
way. Ihe middle-size case was a 
little heavier than he had expected. 
He had noticed that when he 
brought it from the car. Tricia had 
that funny, self-conscious look on 
her as they went into the bedroom 
that girls often had when a bed came 
close to them. - ‘You brought some 
books?’, he asked, and the peeping of 
a flush came into Tricia’s cheeks as 
she nodded, holding her hands 
together neatly where her flat 
tummy swept down between a very 
slight but promising swelling of 
thighs. More body-language, Ralph 
told himself. 

‘| have to keep my French up, 
and I hate French’, she replied dole- 
fully. - ‘You do? Oh, not to worry - 
Pll help you. Nikki has to go to the 
dentist on Monday morning; we can 
do some then’, Ralph said. The word 
‘coaching’ passed through his mind 
like a tenuous cloud of promise and 
was gone. By the time that the follo- 
wing morning arrived, however, and 
Nikki's mother arrived to take her 
off - she and Ralph being divorced 
but still distantly friendly - the idea 
of coaching had grown on him. 

‘Fetch your book then, Tricia’, he 
said as soon as they were alone. - 
‘All right’, she answered meekly. 
Her skirt - as short as Nikki’s - 
flipped as she went out of the room, 
showing the darker bands of her 
stocking tops. When she returned, 
flopping down into an armchair 
opposite his own and crossed her 
legs, Ralph saw not only the 
expected look of petulance in her 
pretty face but also the clips of her 
suspenders and the milky swelling of 
flawless skin above where the tops of 
her charcoal-shaded nylons bit into 
her thighs. 

‘Open the book anywhere, 
Tricia, and read to me’, he said cris- 
trate that he wasn’t listening through 
the open door between the rooms, 
heard her say, ‘Oh hello, Daddy - 
just to let you know... Yes... Yes, all 
right. Oh yes, of course I will’, and 
then afew more words before she re- 
entered the living room, slouching 
her feet just a little. 

‘All right?’, Ralph asked her 
nonchantly. Nikki came _ rushing 
downstairs at that moment to 
announce that she would put the 
kettle on. Again Ralph noticed that 
Tricia waited until she was out of 
hearing, but then Tricia only nodded 


ply, causing her to flush and protest 
that she was only at Lesson Five. - 
‘Still?’, he asked, ‘Read to me in 
French, Tricia, that’s what I want 
you to do’. Receiving then her timid 
Stare and a slight, querulous rasping 
of her stockings, Ralph sat patiently 
enough while she mulishly opened 
the book and stared in wild surmise 
at whatever she saw, beginning 
stumblingly to read loud. 

For two whole minutes Ralph sat 
patiently enough and then he got up 
and took the book from her limp 
hands, drawing her up from the chair 
as he did so. Tricia’s lips parted 
immediately and she stared down at 
the small strip of carpet between 
them, her blonde hair floating in 
long undulating waves beneath his 
eyes, her lips mutinously pressed as 
his hands came down lightly on her 
shoulders. 

‘Not good enough, Tricia, is it? 
How often are you coached?’, he 
asked gently, and was told stumblin- 
gly twice a week. - ‘Well, then, we 
will begin now. Upstairs, I think - in 
a more appropriate place than this’. 

‘Oh!’, came the little bleat from 
Tricia’s lips, but her slightly moist, 
slim hand was taken and her feet 
dragged mutinously as she was led 
firmly through the hall and upstairs, 
wanting to cry out, to protest, but not 
daring to in this strange house. And 
besides, it was always upstairs, and 
she was always being told to be 
quiet. The bedroom was much larger 
than the guest room. Her lips 
quivered as she saw the broad, 
brown strap lying half-coiled on the 
waiting bed. It looked used, she 
thought, and stood in a daze as he 
closed the door behind them. 

“You know what to do, Tricia’, he 
said quietly as she instinctively put 
her back to him between himself and 
the bed. It was the time to argue 
now, or... But she couldn’t, mustn’t. 
Miss Harmsworth had drummed 
that into them over and over - had 
caned it into them during their 
‘discipline’ classes. Sometimes 
Tricia had received and sometimes 
she had watched, mouth dry, as a girl 
wriggled and squealed, bare- 
bottomed over a low horse in the 
gym, or sometimes in Miss Harms- 
worth’s private room, hung over the 
back of a big armchair. 

Tricia knew well enough how 
girls looked when they were being 
attended to - legs widening, closing, 
and then widening again under the 
snapped commands, a full ‘healthy’ 
blush okn their naked derrieres, and 
their nests peeping and twinkling 


underneath. 

“You KNOW what it’s for, Tricia 
- now, come ON!’, Miss Harms- 
worth would say to her on the occa- 
sions when she dealt with her priva- 
tely. Drawing her skirt up gingerly 
now and easing her panties down 
into the bends of her knees, Tricia 


knew all right. The perfect hemis- 


pheres of her bottom offered their 
silky, glossy ripeness to Ralph’s eyes 
as she dutifully unveiled her apple, 
her pastel-blue panties spanning 
tightly at full stretched between her 
knees while she _ self-consciously 
worked her high heels apart and 
waiting breathlessly. 

Ralph’s knuckles brushed the 
outward bulge of her naked, warm 
bottom as he reached past her for the 
strap. Four inches wide, he had origi- 
nally cut and fashioned it himself a 
year before and knew exactly to the 
half inch how much to coil around 
his hand, leaving precisely twenty- 
two and a half inches of supple 
surface to crack smartly across a 
firm, young bottom. 

Tricia’s breasts were pendant 
into her close-fitting blouse as she 
bent, sinking her palms into the 
quilt. The pearly buttons strained 
against the youthful weight of her 
promising gourds, forcing a slight 
gap at the top where a hint of the 
chasm showed between her tits. 

The first sweep of the leather had 
to be a fairly harsh, punitive and 
most definitely authoritative one as 
Ralph well knew - and, besides, in 
their petulant way they somehow 
knew it must be. Very deliberately, 
he turned his hand so that his finger- 
tips brushed across the inviting 
divide between Tricia’s expectantly- 
quivering cheeks, waiting to see if 
she would flinch, but Tricia moved 
her supple hips not a millimetre as 
the exploratory touch lingered, 
gliding slowly down under the bulb 
of her bottom to the fringe of curls 
that peeped beneath. At that, Tricia 
seemed to move an infinitestimal 
fraction, her heels lifting a half an 
inch off the carpet until the ghostly 
intrusion withdrew, leaving a misti- 
ness on Ralph’s fingertips. 

He himself almost tiptoed as he 
stepped back from her and in the 
same moment arced the broad strap 
in a wrist-supple movement and 
brought it with a resounding CRA- 
AAACK! across her tight, juicy 
globe. 

“WOW!’, Tricia gasped. Her hips 
jerked inwards and then retracted 
from their hovering just over the top 
edge of the quilt. It was a short, sharp 


cry that was there and gone as swiftly 
as the flight of a swallow across the 
rooftops. A pretty sound, Ralph 
thought. Almost an expectant one, 
the cry nicely bitten-off and the first 
jiggling of her seared cheeks well 
controlled. Whoever Miss Harms- 
worth was, she had done a good job - 
though Tricia’s coaching obviously 
hadn’t stopped there. 

‘Now, Tricia, let us hear your 
pronounciation again. Say pine ... 
OQEEB’, Ralph murmured. He heard 
her choke it out breathlessly, uncer- 
tainly, and asked himself if she even 
wondered what it meant. It wasn’t a 
word that would figure in her French 
dictionary, unless she chanced to 
have a colloquial one. The French 
‘naughty’ word for ‘penis’ wouldn’t 
figure in staid pages. Just possibly 
she would never know = though it 
could be helpful if he were going to 
advance her. Some French words 
sounded very pretty coming from 
petulant, sobbing lips, afterwards. 
They were softer than the cruder, 
English ones. 

‘PEE-EE-EEN!’, came Tricia’s 
cry anew as he made her repeat it in 
the very moment of splatting the 
harsh leather full across her orbing 
cheeks once more. The blur of pink 
on those deliciously-offered cheeks 
became a shade deeper then, and she 
wriggled just a little more, swivelling 
her hips without shifting her feet, so 


that her knicks remained at full and > 


near-bursting stretch between her 
girlish knees. 

Ralph silently awarded Tricia full 
marks for that. A less well-tutored 
girl would have snapped her thighs 
together and allowed her panties to 
pool untidily at her ankles, but her 
toes were turned in firmly, high 
heels digging into the carpet - strai- 
ning to it, he thought appreciatively. 
But it was no time to show admira- 
tion now. She obviously needed to 
be ‘courses’ - to be taken right 
through it until her bottom irra- 
diated a heat that, as he well knew, 
could feel with the palm of one’s 
hand for a distance of inches before 
one applied a modicum of comfor- 
ting. 

‘HOO-WAH! HOO-WAH!’, 
came Tricia’s open-mouthed, hot- 
breathing but low cries as the strap 
took her again - again - and again. 
Then, as her hips bounded, Ralph 
gave her what he thought of. as 
‘flickers’, taking a full step back and 
extending the snaking approach of 
the strap straight forward so that the 
twisting tip of it swirled like a long, 
leaping tongue right up under her 
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pert cheeks, causing her to reach up 
with a squeal on tiptoes, her knees 
quivering visibly. 

"GOOO! she. squealed. but 
Ralph saw her nubile bottom bulb 
more in response and awarded her a 
last biting criss-cross of the loud- 
splatting leather before Tricia 
uttered a softer, moaning cry and 
slumped down with her red bottom 
orbing perfectly over the side of the 
bed. 

‘Tricia...’, Ralph said quietly, but 
only her petulant whimper came 
back to him. She heard the faint 
sweeping of his feet on the carpet as 
he neared and bent over her, feeling 
the expectant, quivering heat 
exuding from her rose-red orb. A 
faint clink reached her ears with the 


unbuckling of his belt, and then © 


another slight sound as his zip 
descended. A soft gurgle escaped 
her and she hid her face, half-reluc- 
tantly allowing him to raise her hips 
more. Then he repeated her name, 
this time more insistently, and she 
turned her tear-bleared, hot-flushed 
face sideways, protruding the tip of 
her tongue just a little as Miss 
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Harmsworth had told her to... 

His weight was coming more and 
more on her and his mouth was 
gliding down from her ear to her 
cheekbone to the corner of her petu- 
lant lips, and a little sharp ‘AAH!’ as 
if of surprise escaped her, her breath 
flooding warmly into his mouth as 
her throbbing bottom slowly surren- 


dered to nestle into his belly... 


Returning an hour later, Nikki 
found Tricia seated gingerly on the 
sofa, her nose in a French grammar 
book. Her father was whistling to 
himself in the kitchen and sounded 
hapy, she thought. 

‘What you doing?’, Nikki asked 
in a flip way, throwing her sling-bag 
down. 

"French - and | hate it, [ricta 
replied. Her voice sounded all funny 
and thick, Tricia thought. : 

‘Yeah, rotten. All those horrid 
verbs and things. Have you been 
doing it all the time, then?’. 

‘Mmmm... mostly, [neia 
mumbled, but she didn’t look up, so 


Nikki knew she must be trying awful 


hard. It was bad enough when she 
was being coached in maths, and 


that was twice a week now. She was 
always getting it wrong, though her 
division was definitely improving. 
She wanted to tell Tricia that the two 
top buttons of her friend’s blouse 
were undone, but then her father 
came into the living room so she 
couldn’t, or Tricia might be embar- 
rassed. 

‘All right?’, Nikki’s father asked 
her cheerily as she threw herself 
down into the low-slung armchair, 
crossing her legs. 

Tricia flicked a glance and saw 
that Nikki had black panties on, the 
same as hers - or the same as hers 
had been. He had told her to leave 
them off upstairs. She blushed and 
went back to her conjugations. Pine 
wasn't in the vocabulary at the back, 
‘cos she’d looked. 

“Yeah - all right... well... except 
that I’ve got to go for another filling 
this week’, Nikki replied poutingly. 

Huh! So have I, in that case - 
upstairs, Tricia thought broodily. 
But she couldn’t exactly tell Tricia 
about THAT... She wished she had 
never let on that she was being 
coached twice a week now... 





he final bars of St. James’ 
Infirmary tumbled across the 
piano keys, and then Mr 
Chapman lifted his fingers and let 
the resonance of the last notes lift up 
and fade away amongst the beams in 
the roof. They would soon be here - 
he hoped they wouldn’t arrive 
together for an audition. Yes, he 
held auditions before he accepted 
pupils; such was his reputation as a 
teacher and getter-in of girls to the 
Royal Academy. A man who could 
achieve such results consistently 
could be forgiven his idiosyncrasies 
by ambitious parents; what was the 
odd smacked bottom if a girl could 
be prompted to attain so much. 
Seven thirty and coming on dusk. 
He got up from the stool, shoes 
sounding on the bare, tight boards of 
the Drill Hall, and switched on the 
lights. Then, as a rattling of the outer 
door sounded, he sighed a sense of 
relief and paced across the hall to 
take his seat on the piano stool 
again, swivelling towards the door 
through which a girl came hesitant- 
ly, a flat black case tucked under- 
neath one arm. 
‘Always make them walk to you’, 
was a particular and private motto of 
Derek Chapman’s, and one whose 
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value he appreciated now as black- 
shod feet, topped by taut and 
perfectly white socks, ventured 
closer. 

Hands on his hips and legs apart, 
Chapman gazed at her impassively, 
absorbing the look of her. Her blue- 
and-yellow banded hand _ was 
perched sideways on hair that flirted 
with her shoulders as she moved. 
Her tie was straight, her white 
blouse crisp, and her grey, short skirt 
was nicely pleated. A would-be flau- 
tist with a rosebud mouth. The 
symbols pleased him and he smiled. 

“You will be Laura, then’, he said, 
and picked up a sheet of paper and 
consulted it. Her name was typed 
out clearly there. She played in the 
school band, it seemed. 

Laura blinked and nodded, and 
the case slid down a little bit. ‘And 
you want to be taught to play 
properly?’, she heard, and said ‘Yes, 
sir’ as softly as she could, and then 
added shyly, “I hope I’m not late”. 
Self-consciously she took her black 
hat off and put it down on the piano 
lid. 

“No matter -” leaving the infer- 
ence that she was indeed late but 
that he would overlook it - first I 
have to hear you play. Get out your 
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instrument. A flute? Ah yes, I 
thought it was. I don’t want to stare 
at you and put you off while you are 
playing, Laura. Turn your back on 
me - that’s good - step back a pace, 
just in between my knees. Ah, excel- 
lent! [teach by a certain kind of drill, 
Laura - quite different from the 
school, I think, but I know their 
repertoire. Try just six bars or so of 
any piece you think of first and take 
it as slowly as you will’. 

‘Yes, sir’. She blushed a little, as 
Chapman saw - the faint, betraying 
mist of pink around her ears. The 
first notes trilled out hesitantly and 
Chapman tutted, shook his head and 
placed his hands upon her hips to 
indicate to her to stop. A nice curve 
to her hips already, as his hands 
could feel. 

‘Hold still. I have to tell youafew 
things, Laura. You are breathing 
from the top, are you not - from 
here?’, he asked and let his right 
hand glide up slowly till it made a 
fleeting passage across her nearest 
breast. Unbrassiered, it spread tip- 
tilted fullness into his encroaching 
palm. He heard her breath hiss in, 
and then her ‘Yes’. - ‘Wrong, my 
dear, you have to breath from the 
tummy up. Loosen your skirt a 
little... no.. let me... stand still, girl!’ 
His pianist’s long fingers at her 
hidden zip. The skirt sagged from 
her waist and then just held. 

‘Now, try again, Laura. I’m going 
to place my hand across your tummy 
to feel it swell out as you breathe. 
Begin now when you feel my hand’, 
said Chapman suavely. Drawing his 
hand down again, he passed it under- 
neath her loosened skirt, felt silken 
bliss of thighs that had a promising 
slight swell and then encountered a 
pouting hump where a wad of curls 
already sprang beneath blue knicks. 
The materials was tight there - 
suitably, and Laura flinched and 
uttered a slight squeak. 

‘Posture and breathing are very 
important, Laura - do you unders- 
tand’. His fingertip had found a 
crease, a sticky moisture there, and 
then passed upwards, on, until it 
encountered the waistband of her 
knicks, whorl of her creamy navel 
just above. - I’m going to pull your 
knickers down very slightly, Laura, 
so that I can feel’, said Chapman, 
suiting action to his words. A little 
tug, another jerk of Laura’s hips, and 
the blue serge descended to where 
some curls escaped. - ‘Excellent; 
proceed now, just six bars’. 

‘But, sir, please sir, I... NEE- 
OUCH)!’, squealed Laura as his palm 


behind her smacked severely into a 
then half uncovered bum, the back 
of her pleated skirt looped sideways 
over his encircling arm. 

‘A pupil does not interrupt her 
master, Laura! Breathe as I have said 
and play’, Chapman commanded. 
The hand that had smacked her 
cupped her trembly, pinky bottom 
cheeks. The hand that lay across her 
tummy’s filling curve as_ she 
breathed in then urged her knickers 
down a little more. 

‘S...Sir, I can’t like this’, mewed 
Laura, mouthpiece wobbling at her 
lips. 

‘A refusal already to sustain your 
drill? Give me your flute and turn 
around. That’s it. Now, bend across 
my knees. No... better... bring your 
legs between my own and bend’. 

“YOW, sir! No, please don’t! I 
don’t want to...AH!’, gasped Laura. 
Knickers gliding down around her 
socks, she found herself 
manouevred so suddenly that her 
palms struck a wincing of discordant 
notes on the piano, finding her trim 
legs trapped by his own, then being 
forced to bend and bend until her 
head was under the piano’s ledge. A 
fine position, for she could not jerk it 
up, thought Chapman who had 
rolled her skirt right up in a loose 
band around her waist and paused to 
give her bare bum its own name - a 
practice that he had with several girls 
who came, in his own phrase, ‘to be 
tuned up’. | 

Laura’s was simply magic, 
chubby, velvet smooth and deeply 
cleft. Apple... apple-round... Golden 
Delicious... Cream Delicious, yes. He 
palmed it slowly, gently, savouring 
the warm, taut bulb that hid no 
secrets from him in her pose, and 
even peeped another ‘secret’ under- 
neath, fig like and very tightly 
clenched. 

‘I don’t want to be spanked, sir; I 
don’t like... GDO-AAAAR!’, Laura 
choked as his palm came down, long 
fingers spreading like small whips 
that left their impress on her cheeky 
sphere. - ‘You practise at home, 
then, I imagine? Make mistakes 
there, too?’, asked Chapman cheeri- 
ly. It was good, occasionally, to have 
one who had already received a 
warning hand but, was still as shy 
and awkward as one whose bottom 
was virgin to the disciplinary palm. 

“You are well aware why you are 
spanked, Laura, and why you are 
now going to be. Incalcitrance, refu- 
sals, | awkwardness?? SMACK! 
SMACK! - ‘YAH-HAAAAR"’ 
sobbed Laura as his hand burned in. 


She wanted desperately to kick, as 
she had done two nights before on 
messing up her homework, but his 
legs held both hers tight and made 
her show... She didn’t dare to think 
what he could see. Her knuckles 
pressed upon the floor, hair swirling 
round about her ears. A long, shrill 
wincing sound came from her with 
the quick descent of his hand again 
that made her bum already feel 
redhot. The stinging always seeped 
between her cheeks and made her 
wriggle AW-FULLY. 

‘NA-HAAAAR, sir, please - [ll 
do it properly, I will!’ she howled 
beneath the burning impact of 
another SMACK that brought both 
cheeks up to a cherry red. 

‘We'll try, then. Shall we try? Get 
up. No - leave your knickers down. I 
want you in the same position as 
before. Stop wriggling, girl - and UP 
you get! That’s better. Legs apart 
between my own to get a better 
balance. Right... proceed!’ 

‘BLUB-BLUB!’, sobbed Laura. 
The mouthpiece wobbled once 
again between her lips. Her silky 
tummy swelled against his hand that 
slipped down, gliding on the curve as 
if it could not help itself and cupped 
a nest that pulsed like a small bird. 
SQUOOOOO-EEEFK! the first note 
sounded hopelessly, and then to 
Laura’s horror there was a rattling 
out beyond and then a knock came 
on the inner door. - ‘OH, sir!’, she 
gasped and strained slim, curvy legs. 

‘Off with these silly knickers, girl, 
and wait in the other room. And take 
your skirt off also. I will call you 
soon enough!’, snapped Chapman, 
made irritable by an interruption at 
this critical point. He had almost 


forgotten that there was a second 


girl. A breathless ‘Yes, sir’, ripping 
off her knicks, and Laura was gone, 
door opening, slamming while 
Chapman carefully crossed his legs 
and called, ‘Come in’. 

The new entrant was perhaps a 
year older, coming up to well plus 
seventeen. He saw her eyes go to the 
hat that Laura had left, and pushed it 
pointedly aside. Long-legged this 
one was, and just as crisply fitted out 
as Laura. Stockings, though, instead 
of socks. Fancied herself a bit, 
perhaps. Discos on Saturday nights, 
and spankings when she got home 
late which she would never tell her 
friends about. This was Emma, 
whom he was taking for her first 
lesson. 

He beckoned her, noting the two 
proud swellings underneath her 
blouse that, like Laura’s, had no 


other covering. Her black skirt 
reached two inches above nicely- 
rounded knees. A violin case tucked 
underneath her arm. An arty, proud, 
too-clever one. Where had he put 
the cane...? Ah, yes. Across two 
coathooks - he always looked 
forward to first-time canings. 

In the small sideroom, Laura had 
poutingly removed her skirt and 
folded it neatly as her mother always 
told her to. It would be a long time 
though, before her mother came to 
fetch her. Laura didn’t want to stay 
that long. Her bottom tingled still; 
she squeezed its cheeks. Oh, never, 
never would she come again, but 
that was no good either, for her 
mother would insist. She’d had four 
spanks now in three weeks; it wasn’t 
FAIR. 

For perhaps half an hour she 
listened to the inexpert screen of 
violin strings and mumbled conver- 
sation and then at last a yelp. - 
‘Drill’, she heard Mr Chapman say, 
then came a scuffle and a cry. 

‘Oh please, no! Don’t sir! Don’t", 
Emma was crying, flung across the 
stool, skirt up and knickers being 
busily removed. - ‘You have to 
learn, girl, have to learn’, heard 
Laura and then came an awful HOO- 
WITT! and a perfectly howling 
screech from Emma who had never 
felt the cane before and across 
whose flincing cheeks a red blur 
spread. 

‘You will return tomorrow, 
Emma. As for tonight, this will give 
you something to think about’, said 
Chapman, bringing the cane again 
while long black-stockinged legs 
flailed wildly - opening nicely, as he 
saw. - ‘OH-WOH! OH-WOH! Oh- 
PLEASE! screeched Emma, bum 
aflame while Laura hugged herself 
and quivered and wished and wished 
that she could put her skirt back on. 
There were more sobs, and some 
whisperings from Mr Chapman, 
who, unknown to her, was herding 
Emma to the door and warning her 
of firm intent to telephone her father 
should there still be evidence of lack 
of practise on the morrow. 

‘T will, | promise!’, Emma uttered 
tearfully and tried to keep her hips 
from wriggling as she went, stumb- 
ling down stone steps into the night. 
Then Laura, swallowing, heard her 
name called, grabbed at her folded 
skirt and held it modestly before her 
as she twinkled in and saw him 
sitting there again. The cane 
protruded now from the piano top 
were he had left it. Close beside were 
Emma’s crumpled panties, powder 


blue and sheer, not like Laura’s own 
school ones at all. 

‘Put the skirt down, Laura, on the 
floor. You will not need it for the 
lesson - come!’, commanded 
Chapman who now saw the arrival of 
Emma as a disciplinary warning to 
this lovely nymph whose blouse 
reached only to an inch below her 
navel, leaving the soft blur of 
promise, crinkled curls, between her 
thighs as she advanced. His finger 
crooked itself, and Laura doubtfully 
moved forward more. It was still 
almost half an hour before her 
mother came to pick her up... - 

‘We are going to learn now, are 
we not?’, he asked, and Laura looked 
first to the cane and then to him and 


nodded nervously. Every step’ she 


took brought her closer, closer to his 
knees. Her bottom tightened up 
instinctively, and he made her raise 
her hands upon her head and 
stumble in between his legs again so 
that her tummy almost touched his 
zip. - ‘And what are we going to 
learn?’, he asked. 

‘B... breathing and p...posture, 
sir’. 

His hands that lightly clasped her 
hips as though to keep her still then 
wandered round to shape the pert 
bulb of her bottom cheeks, feeling 
the springiness, the polished skin. - 
‘And how do we learn that best? By 
being spanked’, said Chapman, twis- 
ting her around with such adroitness 
that Laura found herself in the same 
position she had had before. 

‘Ah, please no! I can do it, sir!’, 
she whined. - ‘Indeed? But first we 
have to learn obedience, Laura. 
Keep your hands down flat upon the 
floor’, she heard, then felt his fingers 
snick her buttons open one by one 
until her tits were pushing outwards 
- two globes whose nipples must 
stiffen this time, he thought. He 
brought his palm down in a warning 
slap that made his fingers sink into 
her springy flesh. 

‘Oh, no, no, no, I promise - 
honestly!’, screeched Laura as the 
burning came again. It was awful and 
much worse this time, and he didn’t 
even answer her for several stinging 
smacks, but then he said, “There are 
postures, too, for being spanked. I 
want you on your toes more, Laura, 
on your toes. Come on, girl - UP!’ 

“Wah-HAAR!’, she screeched. 
She tried so hard; she really tried. 
The next one took her underneath 
her well-poised bulb and made her 
reach up higher still - and then he 
made her move her legs apart and 
hold them so, and smack-smack- 





smacked her four times more until 
her bottom blazed with heat, and she 


promised, promised, promised 
anything. 

It seemed to work, though, for he 
drew her up and held her sobbing, 
facing into him, watching the new- 
born tears roll down her cheeks, her 
hands raised, knuckles gripped 
between her teeth, her nipples stark 
and tingling at the points. 

Mouthing and lipping were the 
next things that she had to learn, she 
heard, and nodded through her little 
tears. There was only on way that he 
himself could learn how sensitive 
the movements of her hips were and 
how delicately her fingers could be 
made to work, he said, and that 
meant that next time she might have 
to practise on a different instrument. 
Did she understand? He drew her 
hands down from her mouth, and 
Laura nodded and swallowed (he 
watched that and thought of next 
time) squeezing her heat-sheened 
bottom cheeks. She whispered that 
she understood, sir, though he knew 
that of course she didn’t, not yet. 

Laura dressed and dried her eyes 
and packed up her flute and left with 
polite haste and Chapman went back 
to his playing. 
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Krom her vantage-point high up 
in the theatre, 16 year old Margit 
Hoffman had a birds-eye view of the 
stage, a brilliant splash of light in the 
darkness in which the dancers, 
almost like puppets, moved as ifina 
dream. Swan Lake. It was one of her 
favourite ballets. When she was 
younger Margit had wanted to be a 
ballet dancer but now instead she 
was a Reich Girl and any girl would 
tell you that was better than 
anything. Even though once you 
were a Reich Girl there were some 
things you had to do, or accept, that 
were not very enjoyable. Things that 
other people, even your own family, 
could not be told about. In that cate- 
gory would probably be included 
Herr Blomberg’s hand which at this 
moment, as Margit stood looking 
over the edge of tnat exclusive box 
high in the theatre, was up the back 
of her skirt. Although of course a 
hand up your skirt was not despera- 
tely bad in itself. And at present the 
hand was only on Margit’s bottom, 
stroking and gently squeezing 
through her tight brief silk knickers. 

With two other Reich Girls 
Margit had come to the theatre 
tonight to sell programmes for the 
weekend rally. Smiling sweetly in 
their smart uniform of white blouse 
and black skirt and tie, and as long as 
a gentleman bought one of the quite 
expensive souvenir programmes 
keep smiling and do not object if he 
also reached out to give you a little 
pinch. Those were the instructions, 
although naturally if the pinch was 
in too intimate a place you could 
object or at least say ‘Please don’t do 
that’. 

But fortunately nasty pinches 
were rare from members of the 
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Girls with something approaching 
veneration. That was not always the 
case with the important citizens and 
party officials whom Reich Girls 
frequently had to entertain. And 
with them you were told by your 
instructors to do exactly as they 
wished, except only that you must 
not allow that one final thing, for a 
Reich Girl was supposed to remaina 
virgin. You must do as they wished 
because important men were under 
serious strain in the service of the 
Fatherland and a girl must accordin- 
gly do whatever she could to relieve 
that strain. That was why you had to 
allow Herr Blomberg to put his hand 
up your skirt and fondle your bottom 
if that was what he wanted. 

Herr Blomberg had _ invited 
Margit to come to his box and see 
the performance when she had 
finished selling the programmes. 
The other two girls had also got invi- 
tations from other gentlemen and 
naturally they had all been thrilled 
that they would see the ballet. Herr 
Blomberg was clearly some kind of 
very important citizen in order to 
have this very exclusive box high up 
in the theatre. He was not old, 
perhaps 45, but a little fat in his 
white evening tie and tails. His wife 
was a stunning blonde, somewhat 
younger and tall as her husband, ina 
lovely pale blue silk gown. Also in 
the box were their two friends, Herr 
Meyer and his wife. Frau Meyer had 
very large breasts in a low-cut white 
gown. 

Margit had been introduced to 
them all: Herr Blomberg was called 
Heinrich and his wife Ursula, and 


the Meyers were Felix and Mitzi. 
She was then told by Herr Blomberg 
that she could stand next to his chair. 





Ihe tront of the box was a conven- 
ient height for Margit to rest her 
arms on and she had looked down 
excitedly. And then almost at once 
Herr Blomberg’s hand had come up 
the back of her skirt. 

Margit had on black high-heeled 
shoes and black silk stockings, which 
the Reich Girls frequently wore in 
the evening as opposed to the white 
knee-socks normally worn at day- 
time functions. Herr Blomberg’s 
hand had gone up to the tops of the 
silk stockings and then onto the bare 
upper thighs. He spent a little time 
stroking the backs of Margit’s thighs 
and also with his hand round the 
outside of her leg exploring the 
fastener of her suspender strap. 
Then the hand had gone up to 
Margit’s bottom, squeezing and 
groping the taut cheeks and also 
pushing his fingers in the cleft as far 
as her knickers would allow. 

Margit certainly didn’t like all 
this but she knew she had to allow it. 
She only hoped it wouldn’t get any 
worse but then Herr Blomberg did 
start pushing his fingers in between 
her legs, which was the thing she 
hadn't wanted. Fortunately, though, 
soon after he started this the interval 
came. An undoubted relief. 

They all went down to the bar 
taking Margit with them. They were 
all quite friendly to her, including of 
course Herr Blomberg, and Margit 
was also introduced to some other 
people because when you were a 
Reich Girl lots of people wanted to 
talk to you. Margit could see there 
was also quite a lot of interest, espe- 
cially from gentlemen, in the two 
ladies she was with, the tall and stri- 
king Ursula Blomberg and the darkly 
attractive Mitzi Meyer whose quite 


41 





42 


enormous breasts looked as if they 
might slip out of her low-cut gown at 
any moment. It was all very exciting 


— with all these glittering people in the 


crowded bar and for the moment 
Margit quite forgot the problems she 
had been having with Herr Blom- 
berg. Then as everyone milled 
around, all seeming to be talking at 


_ the same time, she suddenly found 


herself face to face with Herr Blom- 
berg and seperated from the others 
in their party. Smiling, he pushed his 
rather flabby face close to hers. 

‘Liebe Fraulein: please go now to 
the ladies room and take your 
knickers off.’ 

Margit opened her mouth but no 
words came out. She blinked big 
blue eyes. 

“Did you hear me, /iebchen?’ Herr 
Blomberg’s mouth was smiling but 
not his eyes. 

“Yes, Herr Blomberg. But...’ 

‘No but, mein liebe. I want you 
without your knickers when we’re 
back in the box. So go now and doit.’ 

The hand that wasn’t holding his 
drink gave her arm a sharp pinch. 
Margit felt her face flushing. She 
hesitated, then turned and began to 
push her way through the crowd of 
people. In the ladies she took off her 
knickers as she knew she had no 
choice. If she refused or made a 
scene she would be reported and 
would then be in disgrace with the 
Reich Girls hierachy. So Margit took 
them off and screwed the knickers 
into a ball in her hand and when she 
got back to the box slipped them into 
the pocket of her jacket. The others 
returned. Herr Blomberg, with a 
friendly arm round Margit’s waist, 
indicated that she was to stand close 
to his side as before. 

When the curtain went up Herr 
Blomberg’s hand went up too. Up 


- the backs of Margit’s thighs to her 


now bare bottom. She gritted her 
teeth as the fingers crawled like 
spiders on her quivering flesh. Over 
the silky surface of the bottom 
cheeks; inquisitively probing the 
cleft; and then delving in under- 
neath. Margit gazed down at the 
stage but all her attention was 
concentrated on what was happe- 
ning under her short skirt. The hand 
pushing at the inner slopes of her 
thighs made it clear that she was to 
part her legs. Feeling slightly sick 
she did so. Feet now about eight 
inches apart. That seemed to satisfy 
the hand. Margit stifled a gasp as it at 
once started to do what she had 
known it inevitably would. 

Quite a few girls Margit knew 


said they liked having it done, but 
Margit Hoffman definitely did not. 
It was something that men did like to 
do, though, and she had feared from 
the beginning that this was what 
Herr Blomberg would finish up 
doing. And the trouble was that 


although Margit didn’t like it being 


done she knew that nonetheless 
after he had been doing it for a 
certain time she would start respon- 
ding. An automatic response as her 
body inevitably became aroused by 


‘the busy fingers. And then Margit 


knew she would have trouble stan- 
ding still, her hips and bottom would 
start writhing. And although it was 
dark in the box it wasn’t completely 
dark, especially once your eyes got 
used to it. And there on the other 
side of Herr Blomberg, within 
touching distance, was the striking 
Ursula Blomberg. What was she 
going to think, or do, if Margit 
started twitching about in a rather 
unmistakeable fashion? 
Inevitably Mareit did get 
aroused. She felt herself get all wet 
and sticky and then her hips moving 
against the hand between her legs. 
She tried to keep still but she 
couldn’t. She felt herself sweating. 
Frau Blomberg showed no sign of 
noticing, but that didn’t: mean 
anything. Herr Blomberg kept on 
doing it throughout the whole of the 
act. Margit’s eyes remained on the 


stage but she saw virtually nothing. - 


At last the curtain descended. 
Everyone applauded including Herr 
Blomberg, who at the last moment 
had removed his hand. They all 
stood up with the evident intention 
of heading for the bar. In a hoarse 
whisper Herr Blomberg asked ‘Did 
you come, Fraulein? Margit 
whispered Yes, although she hadn’t. 
Men always liked to think they had 
made you come. They had all turned 
to the exit. Except for Frau Blom- 
berg who was sitting down again. 

‘[ think I shall stay here,’ she said. 
‘You others all go and have a drink. 
But our pretty Reich Girl can stay 
and keep me company.’ 

The others went off, Herr Blom- 
berg possibly looking a bit doubtful. 
Margit was left alone with the beau- 
tiful Ursula Blomberg, and not 
feeling at all happy about it. Eyes as 
blue as Margit’s glittered. “Come 
here, Fraulein; come close. You are 
not afraid of me, I hope?’ 

The correct answer to that was 
Yes but Margit said ‘No, Frau Blom- 
berg’ and moved closer. ‘Now, a nice 
little -chat., breathed the. oider 
woman. ‘I want to hear all about the 


Reich Girls.’ As she spoke her hand 
took a firm grip of the back of 
Margit’s knee. 

The unhappy 16 year old stood 
transfixed, dumb, while the hand 
moved up the backs of her legs, just 
like Herr Blomberg’s hand had 
done. ‘Come on, girl!’ spat out Ursula 
Blomberg, ‘Speak! Tell me all about 
your exciting adventures.’ 

Suddenly her hand had slid right 
up - and was on Margit’s bare 
bottom. Margit made a despairing 
gulping sound and then gave a yelp 
as fingers delivered a vicious pinch 
to the full flesh of one bottom cheek. 
‘Perhaps, Margit, you can start by 
telling me why you do not need to 
wear knickers when you go out inthe 
evening.’ 

There was clearly no answer. 
‘Face me!’ ordered Frau Blomberg. 
Margit turned. The hand under her 
skirt came round the front. Femi- 
nine fingers cupped her softly- 
fleeced pubic mound. And then slid 
in where Margit was still stickily wet. 
Gasping, Margit looked desperately 
away, praying for the return of the 
Others. The hand delved deeper. 
Frau Blomberg’s voice when she 
spoke was suddenly soft and seduc- 
tive. Ina way even more frightening. 

‘So we have a hot young Reich 
Girl, do we, Fraulien? And now we 
know why she was squirming her hot 
little bottom about so much. Much 
more interesting, I am sure, than 
watching the ballet.’ i 

Margit started to try to say some- 
thing, although she wasn’t quite sure 
what, but then the others re- 
appeared. Frau Blomberg gave her 
husband a dazzling smile. ‘Ah Hein- 
rich: Fraulein Margit and I have had 
such an interesting talk. And I think 
that as she is such an interesting 
young lady we must take her home 
with us after the performance. I am 
sure you will agree to that?’ 

At least Ursula Blomberg’s hand 
had come down out of Margit’s skirt. 
She started to protest that she was 
expected back but was cut short. 
Someone would be sent to tell her 
parents. Herr Blomberg looked 
perhaps a little startled at this deve- 
lopment —- he had intended to make a 
secret assignation with the pretty 
Reich Girl - but he smiled at his wife 
and said it was an excellentidea. The 
lights went out, the curtain went up. 
Margit was told by Ursula to stay 
where she was. She did - and shortly 
it was Ursula Blomberg’s hand back 
up her skirt. 

Again there was no chance of 
concentrating on what was happe- 


ning down there on the stage, for 
Frau Blomberg’s hand began to do 
very much what her husband’s had 
done. And again there was nothing 
Margit could do but let it happen. 
She had never had a woman do it 
before and in a way it was worse - 
although she soon had the same 
problem of trying to keep her hips 
and bottom from squirming and 
writhing. It seemed that the perfor- 
mance - and what was happening 
under her skirt - would never end. 

When it did end there was a 
chauffeur-driven limousine to take 
them all, the Meyers as well, to a 
large palatial house on the edge of 
the city. In the Blomberg’s splendid 
drawing room everyone was noisily 
bright and merry, the two ladies 
dazzling in their beautiful dresses 
and jewellery. Margit tried to be 
bright and cheerful as well but it was 
not easy. Her knickers were still in 
her pocket and, more than that, she 
sensed that the glittering Ursula 
Blomberg had something unplea- 
sant in store for her. 

And sure enough Frau Blomberg 
shortly got to her feet to say, ‘Please 
excuse me but 1 must take our lovely 
Reich Girl for a moment. I have 
something for her.’ 

Outside Ursula Blomberg said 
simply, ‘Komm, Fraulein.’ She strode 
off along the plushly carpeted hall to 
lead eventually into a kitchen, a big 
room with a large scrubbed table in 
the centre. Frau Blomberg closed 
the door and turned to Margit. ‘So, 
Fraulein, are you still’ without the 
knickers?’ 

Margit nodded. Frau Blomberg 
had gone _ straightaway to the 
cupboard. ‘Good. Because I shall 
want your knickers off.’ When she 
turned she had in her hand a thick 
three-foot-long cane. Margit’s heart 
missed a beat, and then another as 
the older woman sliced it through 
the air. 

‘I need the knickers off, Fraulein, 
because I am going to warm that hot 


bottom for you. I think perhaps my 


husband would like another session 
with the hot Reich Girl but first of all 
I] shall make her even _ hotter. 
Perhaps, liebchen, hotter than she’s 
ever been before! So please get over 
the table.’ 

‘No!’ gasped Margit. veal I 
didnt... 

‘Good Reich Girls do not say no, 
Fraulein, surely!’ hissed Ursula, at 
the same time aiming a low hori- 
zontal slash with the heavy cane. It 
caught Margit a breath-stopping cut 
across both stockinged calves. She 


folded up, gasping, hugging the 
devastating pain in her legs, as Frau 
Blomberg went to the door. She 
called out, and an oldish man, a 
servant, appeared. 

‘Broecker: hold this girl while I 
cane her. Hold her across the table.’ 

The man’s eyes lit up. ‘Of course, 
Frau Blomberg!’ Margit was dragged 
face-down over the table, the man 
standing at the other side and 
holding her out-stretched arms by 
the wrists. Her skirt was yanked up 
to expose the trim bottom and 
thighs, starkly white against the 
black of stockings and suspender 
belt. Frau Blomberg’s voice, harsh 
and gloating: ‘So, mein liebe, we will 
see what the Reich Girl can take. We 
will see how hot she likes it!’ 

And then the thick cane slashed 
squarely down across Margit’s taut 
buttocks. She let out an animal-like 
cry. It was the worst stroke of the 
cane she had ever had. 

She thought she was going to die; 
she wanted to die. The pain was 
unbearable. The old man held her 
wrists in a vice-like grip keeping her 
stretched out over the table and the 
cane just kept coming down, on 
Margit’s bottom and upper thighs, 
each stroke fully as bad as that first 
mind-boggling cut. There was 
nothing she could do. Her bottom 
and legs jerked convulsively each 
time the cane landed and there was a 
wild shriek each time as well, but 
none of that helped. She felt she was 
going to faint. 

Maybe she did faint. Margit 
didn’t know. The caning had now 
stopped and she wasn’t across the 
table anymore - she was lying in a 
heap on the floor. She was sobbing. 
And someone was now lifting her to 
her feet. A man. Margit stumbled 
against him because she couldn’t 
stand. It was Herr Blomberg. She 
gave a sudden yelp as his hand slid 
onto her bare tortured bottom. 

Blinking her eyes Margit saw she 
was still in the kitchen, but Frau 


Blomberg and the servant had left. It 


was just her and Herr Blomberg. He 
had both arms round her, with that 


- one hand at her seering bottom, and 


he was saying sympathetic things. 
He was sorry about the caning; it had 
been a misunderstanding; and was 
she feeling all right? Margit was 
feeling dreadful. Could she please 
go home, she asked in a stuttery 
voice. | 

Herr Blomberg said, ‘Yes. 
shortly.’ He was leading her over to 
the sofa that was against the wall. 
His face was red and he was clearly 


Her voice was hoarse. Kiss n me, atc 


excited. He sat down, taking Margit © 
with him. Then he unfastened his 
trousers. He was obviously very 


excited. Breathless, he told her what 


he wanted her to do. Margit felt faint 
again. She had done it before and 
hated it, but right now she would do 
anything to leave and get back 
home. So she did what was wanted. 
Herr Blomberg stroked her blonde 
head and made greedily appreciative 
noises. 

She felt pretty awful by the time 
it was over but at least she could now 
presumably leave this place and go 
home. Frau Blomberg had got what 
she wanted and so had her husband. 
Herr Blomberg, all buttoned up 
again, went out. Margit was left 
alone but after barely two minutes 
the door opened again. It was Frau 
Meyer, the lady with the impressive 
front. She locked the. door behind 
her and then, smiling, big breasts 
swaying, came to sit with Margit on 
the sofa. 

Herr Blomberg was seeing about 
the car, she said, he wouldn’t be ° 
long. She had heard about the 
caning Margit had had. All a mistake 
or something. She put her arm round 
the blonde girl and made sympa- 
thetic sounds, rather like Herr Blom- 
berg had done. But at least Frau 
Meyer wasn’t after something, 
Margit thought. She suddenly 
realised she was crying again. 

Suddenly also Frau Meyer was 
kissing her; kissing Margit’s wet eyes 
and her mouth. Between the kisses 
she was saying things. That every- 
thing was the fault of men and > 
women would be better off without 
them. To a certain extent that was 
true for everything this evening had 
been Herr Blomberg’s fault. 

Frau Meyer seemed to be getting 
very excited, like Herr Blomberg 
had. Her face was now flushed and 
those big breasts were heaving. She 
told Margit she was a very very love- 
ly girl and they must be friends, just 
the two of them. Margit must come 
round to see her. Tomorrow? Then 
Frau Meyer reached back and did 
something to her dress. The top slid 
down and there were those enor- 
mous breasts, nude, jutting firmly 
out. The dark nipples were equally 
large and sticking out like big fat 
cherries, 

It was clear now that, just like 


Herr Blomberg, Frau Meyer did ae 3 
want something. She pulled Margit’s . ae 


face towards the quivering breasts. 
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On this warm spring evening, Mr 
Eversley’s detention-taking has 
reached that point where any. 
pretence of regularity about the 
proceedings has worn rather thin; 


regularity in the sense of how an 
ordinary detention after school 
might be expected to be conducted, 
that is, which is not to say that Mr 
Eversley hasn’t regularly been doing 
things in his own special way ever 
since he was appointed Deputy to 
the Headmaster several years ago. 
Mr Eversley’s detentions are his 
own personal enterprises and have 
nothing whatsoever in common with 
those detention sessions which form 
a normal part of the school’s ordina- 
ry disciplinary procedure. The 
Deputy Head organises “his” deten- 
tions several weeks in advance; then, 
with the cunning of a fox after a 
rabbit, he sets about “collecting” 
those of the girls whom he finds 
“intresting” in certain ways. How a 
girl looks in the tee-shirt and 
knickers they all wear inthe gymisa 
“certain way’; demure girls, prone to 
blush on slight provocation, are 
always likely candidates, especially 
if they are pretty, while the knowing 
little cock-teasers amongst the 
senior forms are eminently eligible 
too, for different yet oddly compli- 
mentary reasons. Fair-haired girls 
have a particular appeal, though not 
exclusively. This evening’s deten- 
tion began in the same way as the 
one before had done, that having 
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he can reach quite comfortably - 
where he deftly slides it through the 
material of her blouse and clicks if 
shut. Janet’s skirt hangs like an unti- 
dy sash across her front while she 
blushes furiously; there being only 
some thirteen inches of skirt 
between hem and waistband when 
worn properly, and Mr Eversley 
having had to hoist it up quite tight 
in order to pin it to her shoulder, 
Janet’s knickers are visible from 
right hipe to the waistband elastic on 
the other side, with indeed a tucked 
bale mele) ne) MGalcmo) (olehicom Gelomeyelhamaattery 
hiding bare flesh above the top of the 
knickers. “Pin number two - right 
thigh”. 

Each pin is put in in order, with 
Janet made to turn by degrees with 
her hands still on her head as each « 
“corner” is secured at shoulder level; 
and now that all four pins are made 
fast it is plain that one of those 
“certain ways” in which the girl has 
gained Mr Eversleys attention must 
surely have been the saucy- 
okolameyanterembalemovicsestemeleloem chalets 
fills out her slightly-too-small! school 
knickers. 

“Face the class, Janet”. Her 
bottom trembles firmly as it’s cheeks 
are obliged to brush themselves 
across the palm of Mr Eversley’s 
over-solicitous hand as she turns. 
She let’s a faint “oooh” of embarras- 
sment escape her as a finger slips 
under the elastic at the waist of her 
knickers and runs across her tummy. 
SM alicmcrbootomettcalamebsoycmbelcem dotcom eloeconny 
of her navel as a ruffle of tucked-in 
but now un-tucked blouse which 
fringes the waistband of the hoisted- 
up skirt is edged aside; Janet pulls 
her tummy away from this intrusion, 
which makes her bottom push out 
behind. Her knees and her soft 
thighs press virginally together but 
she is paid no particular heed. 

“T shall want no sloppy pinnin-up 
of skirts. If they’re pinned up proper- 
ly I should be able to see your navel - 
” his fingertip wiggles teasingly and 
Janet tries to wangle away without 
falling off her chair. “Is all that quite 
clear?” 

There are “yes sirs” from 
everyone, though some responses 
are little more than nervous 
whispers; one girl at the back of the 
room gets uncertainly to her feet 
SALA OMAaLom olsyeeNe) Melorm) cbumbemeloomer-telen 
Another girl does the same. 

“Sit dow; I didn’t say you were to 
do any pinning-up yer. Did I, 
AVA Tel ke) ue: Wasa w om Cole) qcmeselenennubercahvar-ume-| 
oyKoyalecceyaler-\elcrematumbemaelomeneyolmuen a 
a girl who is sitting uneasily on an 








especially impudent young bottom 
which a whole series of certificates- 
of-merit; Most-frequently-spanked- 
by-Mr Eversley; Most-often-strap- 
ped-by Mr Eversley; Most-enjoyab- 
le-to-cane (awardable by Mr Evers- 
ley); and, Most-likely-to-be-given-a- 
pinch-in passing (Mr Eversley and 
others un-named). Victoria, who is 
essentially a thoroughly respectable 
girl, still can’t have her knickers 
taken down by the Deputy Head 
without blushing crimson to her 
ears, despite the regular opportuni- 
ties he gives her to get used to it. If 
anyone told Victoria that Mr Evers- 
ley didn’t actually have any proper 
authorisation to take anyone’s 
knickers down on any pretext what- 
soever, she’d call that person an 
idiot, yet it would technically be an 
accurate statement. She could have 
no way of knowing that Mr Evers- 
ley’s penchant for the un-knickered 
schoolgirl bottom, like his well- 
established private detention 
sessions, are only suffered by the 
Headmaster for feat that his deputy 
would blow the whistle on his own 


indulgence of his personal fancies 
which conern a few of the more- 
generously built senior girls. 

“No, sir”, says Victoria dutifully, 
and wiggles her bottom ruefully in 
her seat as the look in his eyes seems 
to tell her that if anyone’s bum is 
going to get more than it’s fair share 
of punishment today it’s going to be 
hers - again. 

“No.” says Mr Eversley “Pinning 
up, corner by corner, is to be done as 
a penalty for failing to pay attention 
in the proper manner.” He pats 
Janet’s plumped-out knickers. “Back 
to your seat - and take your pins 
out.” 

Then, with “pinning-up” partial- 
ly explained and the use to which the 
drawing pin is to be put as yet a 
mystery, Mr Eversley proceeds to 
examine his girls in that very art of 
“paying attention” by which he appa- 
rently sets such store. He reads 
aloud from Milton - “Samson 
Agonistes”. He goes on for three 
lines then stops. 

“Susan - recite the first line of 
the poem.” 

Susan, a pretty girl with shortish 
hair which has a faint auburn tint 
where the light catches it, is absolu- 
tely stumped for any single word of 
that first line. 

“Um - sir - I’m afraid I don’t 
remember -” 

“Stand up.” The girl gets to her 
feet, pale-faced. “Stand in the aisle, 
Susan”. She edges sideways. “Pin 
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number one, please.” 

“Yes sir’. Her words are a 
mumble. She tugs her skirt up 
towards her shoulder and her 
knickers. come into plain view. She 
fiddles with the pin and fixes it at 
last. She is told to remain standing. 
The reading is continued. 

The girls discover that whenever 
Mr Eversley asks for a line to be 
repeated it is always the line before 
last that he wants them to give him. 
This realisation does not provide 
any kind of salvation, however, since 
in order to remember any line at all 
they have to concentrate intently 
upon the line being read. Inevitably, 
such a need for concentration makes 
it impossible to remember any 
further back than the /ast line. 
Penaltys are incurred by girl after 
girl, and pins have to be fastened to 
blouses every half minute. As girls’ 
knickers are revealed and pins oe 
and two are inserted, plump little 
pubic swells pushing with innocent 
provocativeness under snug navy 
blue queue in the aisles alongsides 
vacant desks; and because the two 


front pins on the own are more than 
enough to hoist skirts almost to 
waist level at the back, Mr Eversley 
takes to patrolling the classroom 
front to back as he reads. Cheeky, 
smackable young bottoms looking 
lined up under close-snuggling 
school knickers reveal that if there is 
one criterion that all these girls must 
have met, to have caught Mr Evers- 
ley’s eye, it was spankability, 

After fifteen minutes there are 
still girls with only three pins in 
while most have all four tugging 
their skirts humiliatingly up from 
their waists. There is no pretence of 
fairness in Mr Eversley’s questio- 
ning - auburn-haired Susan got four 
of the first six questions and was the 
first to have the visibility of her 
navel checked by Mr Eversley’s 
adventurous finger. Her knickered 
bum has attracted several passing 
pats and one lingering squeeze. Her 
face, like all the rest, is pink with 
embarrassment. Mr Eversley paces 
down the central aisle and stops 
directly behind four-pinned 
Victoria. 

“Line before last, please Victo- 
ria.” 

“Yes sir - um - er -” 

“Remember it? Hmm?” 

“Er - n-no sir - not really.” 

“No, Victoria, I don’t think you 
do. How many pins do you have in?” 
He can see perfectly well that it’s 
four. 

“Four, sir -” 








“Four. Then you know what to 
do, dont you. The same as last 
time.” Victoria begins to blush more 
vigorously. 

“Um - t-take my knick -” she’s 
too embarrassed to say “knickers” 

“Take your knickers ot. Victoria. 
Remember?” 
ey aves sir,” she nods, her pe 
-pinker by the second. 

“Come along them.” 

Victoria bends her knees and 
slides her knickers down to her 
ankles. She slips her feet free and 
~ stands up again, her knickers in her 
hand at her side. | 
“Drawing — pin, Victoria’ ante 
prompts her. — 


Bo OO Ves Bie Victoria finds her | EB 
drawing pin and walks uneertainly tO: 


the front of the class. She pins her 
knickers to the ledge below the 
blackboard then has to turn and walk 
back to her place with Mr Eversley’s 
eyes unashamedly on the blonde 
fuzz of hair at the apex of her thighs. 

“Havent you biccies some- 
thing, Victoria.” 

She knows what it is, of course, 


and where it is. There ismt a girl in 
the room who’s eyes didn’t find the 
slim but weighty strap hanging from 
a hook beside the blackboard as 
soon as she came in. Victoria has to 
fetch the strap and walk back as 
before, naked from above her navel 
down to her socks. She hands the 
strap to Mr Eversley then kneels on 
her chair, facing her desk. She 
presses her breasts and her face to 
the uncomforting wood and her 


bottom looms helplessly behind, up— 


in the air. Mr Eversley deals her 
elevated bum-cheeks a crisp, stin- 
ging stroke and Victoria squeals and 
rocks forward across her desk. She is 
left to whimper into her hands as the 
other girls wince at the sound of that 
first stroke of what is going to be a 
long evening detention session. Mr 
Eversley paces off up the aisle and 
nine young bottoms flinch at the 
though that their turn will come 
before long. 

By the time the detention has 
reached mid-point, with a whole 
hour still to go, nine of the ten occu- 
pied desks have bare-bottomed girls 
sprawled across them, knees on 
chairs. and crimson-striped bum- 
cheeks jutting up without hope of 
succour from the intermitant visita- 
lions of that strap. Stifled sobs and 
gasps and plaintive pleading whim- 
pers whisper around the room as Mr 
Eversley paces. He paces, and 
length he comes to a stop behind 
Janet, the only girl still in possession 
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of her knickers. He has been saving it 
up for Janet. 

“Line before last, please Janet.” 

“Er - sir - I’m ’fraid I don’t -” 

“Knickers off, Janet. Pin’em up.” 

“Sir - please -” 

“Janet - knickers off!” 

“Yes sir -” she wangles her pants 
down oh, so reluctantly, but he can 
wiat. The long walk to the front of 
the class, another pair of knickers 
pinned up in surrender, and then 
“Hands on your head, Janet” for the 
walk back. | 

“Over. Come on, over you go.” 
The strap flicks Janet’s bottom and 
the cheeks jiggle as she clambers up 
onto her chair. She sticks her bottom 
out because she’s seen him make the 
other girls do it and she squeezes her 
eyes tight shut. 

* 


* * 


It was then, just then, that he’d 
come in. Mr Potter the caretaker, or 
“Potty” as the girls had called him. 
He’d been sent by the Headmaster 
to find Janet Miskins - a telephone 
message from home. There had 
been wails of humiliation from the 
girls but hardly a word of protest 
from Mr Eversley. The girl had been 
so confused she’d followed him out 
of the classroom with her skirt still 
pinned up and her knickers still 
hanging from the blackboard. She’d 
scampered back to get them and was 
half-unpinned when she came out 
again but he’d enjoyed that moment 
though, so close to all the lovely stin- 
ging bottoms and half-naked girls. 
But it was always like that, then. The 
odd glimpse, the crafty peep - how 
well he remembered some of those 
moments though. 

Some? No-he remembered it all 
so very well (or at least he imagined 
he remembered it all - some of his 
recollections were necessarily 
pastiched from his suppositons of 
the way things must have been). 
Most of the canings and strappings 
he couldn’t be too sure about - well, 
the caretaker wasn’t normally 
invited to witness such intimate 
moments between teacher and pupil 
- but then sometimes he’d managed 
to gain a vantage point where he 
could see and not be seen. (The 
detention room was best for that). 
How he’d enjoyed seeing those little 
teasers get their bums thrashed, and 
how he’d promised himself that that 
was something he'd do himself, 
sometime, some way or another. 
The realisation that an ex-army 
bandsman might after all have the 
ability to teach something - music - 
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had been a long time coming, but 
once the idea had struck he’d deve- 
loped it assiduously. 

He’d created an entirely new 
“him” and set himself up as a teacher 
of music. And he’s surprised himself 
by being good at it! Quite by chance 
he’d met a fellow in the same line of 
business, Mr Chapman. In the same 

ine of business and for the very 
Same reason as it turned out, 
because he too had more of an inte- 
rest in what hidden talents his pupils 


had inside their knickers than he did 


in what potential they had as musi- 
cians. Notes compared and tentative 
arrangements between the two had 
led to a flourishing association; it 
wasn t always so easy to convince a 
girl’s mother that what her daughter 
needed if she is going to be really 
good was lots of knickers-down 
punishments and “special training” 
- on the other hand it could be a 
simple matter to suggest a “course” 
with Mr Chapman or Mr Potter 
each having the “highest creden- 
tials’ and the others personal 
recommendation, naturally - and 
with oneself apparently removed 
from any actual involvement with 
the methods of the other gentleman 
it need be no embarrassment then to 
mention that Mr Chapman or Mr 
Potter did have arather idiosyncratic 
way with his pupils, but it could be 
stated with certainty that such unli- 
kely methods as he employed were 
invariably efficacious and that his 
reputation put his motives way 
above suspicion. 

With the arrangement working 
splendidly in both directions there 
had been nothing to stop either of 
them capitalising on the gulibility of 
over-ambitious parents — and so the 
entente, had continued. Ah yes - he 
had come a long way since his time 
as a school caretaker. | 

Mr Potter eased himself out of 
his chair and went out into the hall to 


look up the stairs. At the top his very 


own “Duty Girl” dared risk only 


wary glances in his direction. Notio- 


nally “in charge” of his two other 


weekend pupils, hers was the 
responsibility of seeing that both 
were ready for their last punishment 
of the day before “lights out”. Since 


he would find something not quite 
to his liking - he always did find 
something - the “Duty Girl” too 
would later find herself bottom-up 
across her teacher’s big bed, paying 
the price that the “Duty Girl” always 


had to pay at Mr Potter’s establi- 


shment. Her, and the others, when 
their turn came. 
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as od - it’s so humiliating! How 
could Daddy have told him 
about that! It made me go 
all hot when he said he knew!” 

“Me too - but that’s not the worst 
of it, is it! I mean - him!” 

“T know -” 

They sat there on their beds that 
first night and didn’t have to confide 
in each other that they were 
imagining him, taking their knickers 
down - even then it wouldn’t be 
quite so bad -” 

“No - but saying that he could do 
it - it’s awful, isn’t it!” 

And then they thought about not 
letting it happen - about saying they 
didn’t want his rotten summer holi- 
day job.and going home, but then 
they thought about how it would be 
if they did! 

“If you let me down, either of 
you, you'll pay for it when | get you 
home.” That’s what he’d said; they 
knew without asking what he’d 
meant.” — 

“P’raps he won't actually do it to 
us if we stay and give it a try and do 
our best.” 

“P’raps he will - p’raps he’d enjoy 
it -” 

“Yes, paps = 

What was for certain was that 
their step-father definitely would 
enjoy having a reason to get their 
knickers down. There was no 
“nerhaps” about that? 

“P’raps we’d better not go home, 
eb?” 

“Yes, p'raps -” —— 

They went to sleep, thinking that 
it might not be so terrible after all. 
Perhaps it would be alright - 
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Ithough Arthur Davis was a 
Ac: and expert bird-watcher, 

he had to admit, even if only 
to himself, that his hobby had an 
ulterior motive. It was the latter 
which, after an interesting afternoon 
observing feathered wild-life, kept 
him in Bowden’s Spinney until the 
early evening. 

It had been a warm Sunday for 
late Spring and a lot of that heat still 
lingered. Comfortably ensconced in 
a grassy thicket on the edge of the 
spinney, Arthur Davis ate the 
remnants of his sandwiches and 
finished off what was left of his 
coffee from a thermos flask. Being a 
bachelor in his early forties, he had 
no one to account to and could 
spend as long as he liked there. All 
night if he wished. Arthur often 
blessed the luck and _ will-power 
which had enabled him to escape the 
servitude of marriage. What it must 
be to have a wife who nagged every 
time one stayed out later than 
expected! Freedom was indeed one 
of the most important things in life. 

Arthur raised the powerful pair 
of binoculars he always brought with 
him on these little expeditions and 
focussed on Duncliff Wood, which 
was about half a mile away. The 
fresh green leaves of young silver 
birches came clearly into view. 
Higher up - for Duncliff was ona hill 
- the wood was more dense, popu- 
lated by oak and ask and a few pines. 
This local beauty-spot, which was 
preserved by the Wildlife Trust, was, 
as Arthur well knew, a haunt of cour- 
ting couples in the area. They were, 
of course, strictly speaking trespas- 
sers, but, so long as they did no 
damage, no one bothered. 

In country districts like this one 
in South Wiltshire, people were 
more tolerant. Arthur’ waited 
patiently; it was still a little early for 
any action. Couples were wont to 
arrive when the light was beginning 
to fade. After a while, he lowered his 
glasses and, as he did so, he saw a 
flicker of colour out of the corner of 
his eye to his left. Someone was 
moving along by the hawthorn 
hedge which encircled Six Acre 
field. What was more, they were 
walking in the ditch which was 
shielded by long grass; and they 
were stooping low, obviously not 
wanting to be seen. However, 
Arthur was unconcerned. He knew 
that the ditch ended some fifty yards 
before Duncliff and the couple 
would have to rise out of it and cover 


the last twenty yards or so in the 
open. Usually they ran that bit and 
Arthur had to be quick if he wanted 
to be sure of identifying who they 
were correctly. 

In his time, Arthur had witnessed 
some most intriguing pairings. 
Husbands and wives with other 
people’s wives and _ husbands; 
husbands with young women, wives 
with young men. All mostly from the 
Castleton Estate on which he lived. 
If he had so wished, Arthur reckoned 
he would have made a fortune by 
blackmail. That, though, was not his 
scene. He preferred the thrills of the 
chase but did not go in for the kill. 

Yes, here they come! Running, 
as he had expected. A youth with red 
hair led the way, pulling a girl behind 
him by her outstretched arm. Arthur 
recognised him easily. Young Jack 
Piper, in his last term at school so 
still only about sixteen. Quickly 
Arthur focussed on the girl... and 
saw raven hair flying and rounded 
breasts bouncing under a power- 
pink T-shirt. He whistled softly. 
That was definitely Penny Bright... 
and, good Lord, just a few months 
ago since sne turned sixteen. It 
seemed only yesterday that he used 
to watch her bicycling her way to 
school, hair in pigtails, unconcerned 
at the way her skirt rode up. The girl 
has certainly developed rapidly 
since then. He was on quite friendly 
terms with Mrs Bright, the girl’s 
widowed mother, and remembered 
her mentioning her sixteenth birth- 
day party. a 

The young couple disappeared 
into the green of Duncliff and 
Arthur decided at once that this was 
a case which deserved further, and 
closer, investigation. Leaving the 
remnants of his meal and the bino- 
culars in a secret ‘cache’ he had 
made in the thicket, Arthur left his 
lair and made his way to the narrow 
lane some two hundred yards to his 
right. This would lead him to Dunc- 
liff but he would enter from the 
opposite side to the couple. Once in 


the wood, he would exercise the stal- 


king prowess he had acquired over 
the years. He knew every track, 
every dell, every likely hiding place 
it possessed. 

Slung around Arthur Davis’ neck 
was an Instamatic camera. 

K * *K 

A quarter of an hour later, Arthur 
had found his quarry. They were 
reasonably well hidden (or thought 
themselves so) in a dip in the group 
which was surrounded by a mixture 
of ferns, nettles and long grass. In 


the centre of this small clearing was 
a fallen tree up against which the 
couple were nestling. Things, it 
seemed, were already well under 
way. 

Young Penny’s T-shirt had been 
pulled up high to expose a pair of 
delightful breasts with brown 
nipples. Her white skirt had also 
been pulled up. This was about her 
waist and Jack Piper was engaged in 
slowly edging down a pair of briefs 
that were the same colour as the T- 
shirt. There was an ominous bulge in 
the boy’s tight jeans. 

Arthur picked up his camera. He 
would take a few shots while the 
light held. For the final shot, he 
would have to use flash. That, need- 


less to say, would break up the party 


but, by then, he would have all the 
evidence he needed. He took three 
pictures. The first when Penny’s 
briefs were finally off; the second 
when Jack unzipped and eased the 
intense pressure on his jeans; the 
third when the boy began a little 
foreplay - mnuzzling those ripe 
breasts and putting fingers to work. 

The flash-button was pushed 
when, with Penny’s white thighs 
splayed wide, Jack began his final 
move. Arthur caught the couple at 
the exact moment before penetra- 
tion, filling the dell with sudden 
bright light. 

Penny shrieked, Jack twisted 
round, mouth gaping with shock, 
Arthur rose from his hiding place. 

“Well, this is a pretty kettle of 
fish, I must say,” he said, striding 
confidently forward. 
who are you,” 
blustered the youth, trying to stuff 
away an outsize erection. Making 
little gasping noises, Penny was 
trying simultaneously to pull down 
her [T-shirt and her skirt.. 

“Can’t you s-see Jack,” she said. 
“It... its Mr Davis... from off the 
estate. Oh dear... whatever’s g-going 
to happen... oh Jack you should 
never have brought me here...” 

“Shove off you” said Jack belige- 
rently. “What do you think you’re 
playing at. You a Peeping Tom or 
something?” 

“IT am Mr Davis of the Castleton 
Estate,” replied Arthur evenly. “I am 
also a Member of the Wildlife Trust 
and one of my duties is to act as 
custodian to this wood and appre- 
hend trespassers. Your indecent 
behaviour will be reported and you 
will be prosecuted.” It was a bluff, of 
course, but it would be good enough 
for these two kids. Penny was 
stuffing a fist into her mouth, trying 














to check her sobs. Arthur was glad to 
note her skirt still only just reached 
the tops of her thighs. Jack looked 
crestfallen and undecided. 

“We didn’t mean no harm,” he 
said lamely. 

“That’s a matter of opinion,” said 
Arthur pompously. “Today, you 
youngsters have no morals. Now you 
cut along lad, back to your parents - 
who I happen to know. I don’t think 
they’d be very pleased about this.” 

“You wouldn’t tell on us, would 
you?” said the couple more or less 
together. 

“I shall seriously consider the 
matter,” replied Arthur. He pulled 
out the final print which had now 
developed. “In the mean time, I have 
ample evidence. Now, off with you 
my boy!” 

“You be alright, Pen?” enquired 
Jack looking down at his sobbing 
girlfriend. How quickly they had 
fallen from the heights to the 
depths! 

“Don’t you worry about Miss 
Bright, boy” said Arthur firmly. “I 
shall escort her home to her mother. 
She obviously needs proper protec- 
tion.” 

“O.K., then. If you say so...” Jack 
Piper sloped miserably out of the 
dell and disappeared into the foliage. 





How pathetic, thought Jack. When I 
was his age I’d have shown a lot 
more guts. After all, the boy had 
only been facing a_ balding, 
somewhat paunchy, middle-aged 
man. Perhaps the shock of being 
discovered had unnerved him. 

PWuealebmacvuateremor:lel ance elem 'sbum-bere 
clicked his tongue. “Dear me,” he 
said. “I don’t know what your 
mother would say...” Mrs Bright, he 
knew, was Baptist and had high 
moral standards 

ual ©) o Wame 9) (or: Co -e (0) 0 Wa Man =) 0 0 C=) 
plee...eese!” implored the raven- 
haired youngster, dark brown eyes 
full of pleading. “L.. [Td do 
anything... if only you didn’t tell 
her,” 

Anything, 
wonder! 

“This is a serious matter, Penny, 
especially for one of your age.” 
Arthur seated himself on the tree 
trunk. “If I don’t tell your mother, it 
will go unpunished.” 

“Oh don’t tell her... please!” The 
girl was now on her knees, white 
thighs exposed, hands held out 
imploringly. “I don-t mind being 
punished... as long as she doesn’t 
know.” 

“IT see...” Arthur, a marked note 
of satisfaction in his voice. Things 


thought Arthur. I 


> 
7 * pom 
Ow r 
pall. Ht NE: uit 
Ya: Ree a es i 


Vay Ay 


: % ce ' 
4, Hint. ey vars |” oe ee 
4 Way 





were going well. “Tell me, Penny, 
have you ever been punished 
before? Physically, I mean.” 

The girl nodded. “Y-yes,” she 
said. “My Dad... when he was alive, 
used to sp-spank me sometimes. 
Once he used a belt on me.” 

“And how old were you then, 
Penny?” 

“I can’t remember quite. Twelve 
or so. Maybe thirteen.” 

“I see,” said Arthur gravely. 
“Well, young lady, it seems I shall 
have to take over ‘in loco parentis’, if 
your mother is not to know. Do you 
know what that means?” The dark 
head was shaken. “It means, Penny,” 
continued Arthur, “that I shall have 
to take the place of your father. And 
punish you.” 

There was a little gasp. “You... 
you m-mean... spank me?” 

“Something like that,” replied 
PaVuaolebmmyaiaomr: Mert Jeri baleh sm elomenle mere)! 
truly feel. 

“It...10s not right,” said Penny. 
Even in the half light, Arthur could 
see her blushing furiously. 

“You know the alternative,” he 
said firmly. “I shall take you straight 
back to your mother and show her 
these photographs. Would you like 
to see them first?” 

“NO...00OO!” The girl almost 
shrieked it out. 

“Well then?” 

There was a long pause, filled 
with gasps and half sobs. “Alright 
then. I s-suppose so. If there’s no 
other way...” 

“I think it is the right way,” said 
Arthur. “If your father was alive lam 
sure he would approve. Girls of your 
age need a very firm hand.” 

Penny Bright’s head drooped. 
She said nothing. Secretly, she was 
half glad to have been given an 
escape route. 

“Stay exactly where you are, you 
naught girl,” said Arthur, standing 
up, “I shall be back in a few 
moments.” He strolled up the slope 
and out of the dell, confident of the 
hold he now had over Mrs Bright’s 
daughter. 

*K * * 

Two minutes later, Arthur was 
back, to find Penny sitting quietly on 
GalmONcLomOuCbOl Gmoler-embemetcmortelelmals 
was carrying seven or eight multiple 
twigs which he had snapped off a 
nearby silver birch tree. These he hd 
tied together at the thicker, branch 
end with a piece of cord he had in his 
pocket, to form a handle. 

Penny started up as _ he. 
approached, then gasped loudly 
when she saw what he held. “Oh wh- 





what’s that?” 

“It is a birch, Penny. A light one, 
I may say,” replied Arthur. “I intend 
to lay it across your bottom.” 

“Ohh...no...000!” 

“Oh yes, my dear. I may say it has 
been a traditional form of chastise- 
ment for errant women through the 
ages, be they young or middle-aged, 
unmarried or married.” 

“Oohbh... that’s a-awful...” 

“It will be painful, Penny, but 
you deserve it. You can always 
accept the alternative, of course.” 

“WN .400... not that...” 

“Very well then, young lady, you 
will now do exactly as I say.” Arthur 
paused, feeling the pulsing of plea- 
sure within himself. “You will pull 
up your skirt high and you will place 
yourself over the trunk you are now 
sitting on.” 

“Oh... it’s so rough...” 

““That will be the least of your 
worries.” Arthur swished the birch 
gently. The twigs were spring-fresh 
and nicely flexible. They would bite 
and sting most excellently on 
tender, young skin. “Come along, do 
as I say.” Arthur was anxious to 
proceed as the light was now fading 
fast. 

Reluctantly the girl rose; even 
more reluctantly she placed herself 
over the half-decaying trunk; then 
she made a half-hearted effort to pull 
up her white skirt. 

“Pull that skirt right up,” said 
Arthur sharply. “Don’t make me 
lose my patience!” It was best to be 
sharp with them at this stage. He 
watched with great pleasure as a 
bottom plump with puppy-fat was 
fully exposed, softly white in the 
half-light. Yes, a charming spectacle. 
“I advise you, young Miss, to hold 
on to that branch before you.” The 
girl’s hands went out and gripped. 

Swee....ssslllaasshhh! 

Arthur laid on his hand-made 
birch with moderate force, seeing 
the twigs splay out to cover a large 
area of sumptuous buttock cheeks. 
Penny let out a yell and squirmed 
right over, bottom jerking up and 
down, displaying to Arthur a V of 
down as dark as the girl’s hair. 

“O-obh...n.no...000...0h that h- 
hurt...” 

“Turn over again, Penny. I’ve 
only just begun.” 

“Oh please... not so hard...” 

Arthur smiled inwardly. The girl 
surely did not know what a really 
good birching was like. He was only 
toying with her. “I told you it would 
hurt, young lady. That’s the whole 
point of it. It is a punishment for your 


misdeeds. He watched the girl turn 
slowly back, soft nates clenching 
with dread. Pity there isn’t more 
light, he thought. 

Ssweee.....sslllaassshhh! 

Not too hard... yet not too gently. 
Oh how it made that plump bottom 
bounce and twist! 

“Yee. OWW... ON. OND... 
oww.. oh I can’t stand any m- 
more...” 

“You 
Penny.” 

“Oh... oh... this awful... I can’t 
bear it...” The bottom was twisting 
half to one side in dread. Arthur 
could see the pink tracery if thin 
weals he had raised. He brought 
down the birch again. 

Ssswwweee....sssllllaasshhh! 

Rather harder this time. With a 
screech, Penny lost her grip on the 
branch and twisted over, left and 
right, left and right, hands clamping 
urgently to her bottom. 

“N-no... more... nO more 
begged. 

“Youre getting three more” 
announced Arthur firmly. “Perhaps 
it will teach you not to be so easy- 
going about having your knickers 
taken off.” 

“Pleee.....ceeeassse!” 

“Get back over the tree trunk, 
Penny, or your mother will be 
hearing all about this’ before 
tonight’s out!” 

Up came that delicious young 
bottom again, buttocks clenching 
and quivering, hindquarters 
flinching and turning this way and 
that as they awaited the next 
onslaught. 

Sssswweee....sssllllaaassshhh! 

“Yyee...oowww.... | beg you no... 
more!” 

“Two more, Penny. Be a brave 
girl now. It’s nearly over. And don’t 
forget, you deserve it!” 

Ssswweee...sssllllaaassshhh! 

So lovely to see such a sensitive 
bottom writhe so convulsively with 
pain! All the soft flesh juddering 
madly. A mass of thin weals over the 
lush curves. It must be hurting quite 
a bit. 

“Come along, Penny. Let’s have 
you ready for the last one.” 

“Mmonifff.....uuggh......0- 
h,...0bbh..... obbh....” 

What an effort it was, yet that 
curveaceous bottom came up into 
position again. For the final time. 

Ssswweee.....ssslllaaassshhhhh! 

“Y yaaaggbh... aaagegh- 
h....aaaghhh!” Arthur had laid on a 
real full-blooded sweep and Penny 
Bright lay twisting about and kicking 


have an_ alternative, 


|”? 


she 


on the dry leaves of last Autumn, her 
hands once again clasping to her 
tormented flesh. With seeming 
unconcern, Arthur Davis untied the 
twigs he had gathered, then he 
tossed them into the grassy bank of 
the dell. He heard Penny sobbing 
and whimpering. 

“Oh.... Oh... you beast... you 
beast...” she gasped. 

“Careful, young lady,” he said, “I 
still have that photograph as evid- 
ence, you know.” 

The raven-ahired youngster was 
suddenly silent. Her bottom was 
burning ferociously; but, at least, it 
was over. It was all over. “I’d like to 
have the pictures, please,” she said 
meekly. 

“Don’t be absurd, girl,” answered 
Arthur sharply. “They are my 
guarantee for yoursgood behaviour. 
In the future.” 

“Wh... wh-what do you mean?” 
enquired Penny Bright, looking up 
fearfully. 

“I mean,” replied Arthur, smiling 
with considerable relish, “that your 
punishment is by no means over. 
How could it be in view of the utter 
folly of your behaviour?” 

“You... you don’t mean it” 
Arthur could scarcely see the girl 
now, but the prominent thrust of her 
breasts was still visible. 

“Oh yes, I do,” he said. “You will 
come back to this exact spot at six 
o’clock next Sunday. Or else! I am 
sure you understand me.” 

SOR... 110, 0... YOU. c-can’t do 
any m-more to me...” 

“Just you wait and see, young 
lady.” Arthur smiled into the near- 
darkness. These breasts were going 
to be nice to fondle, he thought. Not 
to mention various other parts of her 
young anatomy. Mmmm...yes...yes! 

“Come along, you wicked girl,” 
he said. “Put your Knickers back on, 
if you can find them. I’m taking you 
home. And thank your lucky stars 
your mother will know nothing of 
this!” 

Arthur took the girl’s soft, warm, 
grubby hand and led her out of the 
dell. She sobbed quietly most of the 
way back to the Estate. For his part, 
Arthur was 100% confident that the 
girl would keep her mouth shut over 
what had transpired - she dare say 
nothing after what she had done. 
After what she had endured. 

It was a most satisfying little set- 
up. 

Meanwhile, there was a whole 
week of looking forward to next 
Sunday to be enjoyed. 
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Dear Editors! | 

I -had very recently several 
discussions with my husband on the 
advantages and disadvantages of the 


_use of corporal punishment on our 


growing-up daughters. In the course 
of these discusssions I told my 
husband very detailed about my own 
in principle known experience with 
that sort of thing and it was at that 
time that he suggested to write down 
my experience, putting particular 


emphasis on those aspects I found: 


myself particularly important. 

One of these aspects was the 
waiting for punishment at home 
where we were three girls. When 
Papa - he was an architect - had 
decided that I needed punishment 
again it was always in the morning at 
breakfast that he said so. I knew that 
he would actually punish me only 
after lunch at about 2pm. 

The hours up to that time were 
already dreaful enough, the fear of 
the punishment like being kicked in 
the bowels at the very announce- 


ment and then accumulating there — 


steadily over the hours like a 
growing lump of ice. Fear got me so 
badly often, that I had to excuse 
myself for the loo every half hour 
and more than once was near to pee 
right in my panties. This actually 
happened sometimes during the 


time after I came back from school 


and the moment I was called into my 
fathers office. During that interval I 
had to wait at the door outside the 
office with my family at lunch and 
afterwards everybody passing while 
I waited. 

To be found in such a humilia- 
ting state after such a childish acci- 
dent was not very nice and I would 
have liked always to vanish through 
the floor. I could not look into 
anyones eyes and were _ usually 
crying. My legs wet, my panties drip- 
ping, trembling like jelly and my lips 
quivering as uncontrollable as my 
bladder had been. 

To avoid such a mess during my 
punishment Papa sent me always to 
the loo before the punishment 
began and I got quite some added 


punishment if it had happened 


before. 

Once called into his office where 
he was found behind his big desk, 
the door was left open and I had to 
tell Papa in all details what I was to 
be punished for, and I did so always 
interrupted by several sudden 
outbursts of tears. Finished with my 
confession I was told to undress, 
undress completely until I stood 
there naked before Papa - as little 


girl, as teenager and as young lady, it 


didn’t matter at all! ~ 
In my Eva’s costume I was first 
told to go to the loo, disregarding 


completely whom I would meet on— 


my way to and from. Back in fathers 
office I was told to fetch the cane 
from the wardrobe at the end of the 
hall. Again I would rush out naked 
and humiliated, eyes cast down to 
avoid any curious looks, to fetch the 
cane from its place in the wicker- 
basket used for the umbrellas. Then 
back, the cane burning like a flame 
in my hands to put it on the desk in 
front of Papa. 

Papa would then get out of his 
chair, come around the desk and 
embark on an intensive lecture, 
walking circles around me, standing 
myself there at attention with my 
hands behind my head, and he kept 
constantly tapping with the cane at 
me. And all the time I had to follow 
him with my eyes. During those 
minutes the fear in my stomach 
reached usually its peak and I began 
to cry miserably, almost jumping at 
every touch of the cane. Papa could 
make me more than clearly aware of 
my nakedness, of my standing there 
as a naked female before him, 


‘robbed even of the protective fur of 


pubic, which we had all three to 
shave off regularly, for reasons of 
hygiene and habitude (I do it still 
today). And Papa made me more 
than only uncomfortably aware also 
of those parts of my naked self which 
were soon to be visited very vicious- 
ly by the cane. 

At the end of this lecture I was 
always an utterly miserable and stark 
naked bundle of fear and more than 
ready to welcome the cane to release 
me from those dreadful suspended 
fears — to get it all over with quickly. 
But Papa would not let the caning 
wreck my careful built-up state of 
frightful and almost eager anticipa- 
tion. 

He did not haste through the 
caning in a rush of strokes nor did he 
work through in measured timing - 
he went walking around his naked 
daughter and talking about how I 
needed the cane and how | was to get 
it and did so for any irregular times 
before he would stop and I could see 
him lift-up his left arm (he was left- 
handed) and sweep down that cane 
on my buttocks or on the back of my 
upper thighs. And dear me, if I did 
not keep my feet to the floor and my 
hands where I had locked them! 
Then it would be one stroke - one 
additonal, of course - on the front of 
my thighs. So everybody could tell 


afterwards with a look at the front of 
my thighs how I managed to take my 
punishment. 

The only freedom to express the 
pain stabbing like knifes through 
buttocks and thighs was to cry and 
Scream and to twist and turn, bend 
and bow my naked body, but only 
with my feet screwed to the floor. 
Before the next stroke my legs had to 
be straight again, of course. 

Papa caned very hard, the weals 
he left with his cane on my buttocks 
and thighs were outstandingly long 
and fat, swelled and protruding and 
took on a colour which was alone — 
enough to make one cry, not to tell 
of the time they needed to fade away 
afterwards. 

Particular piercing screams 
would. be heard outside the office 
when Papa brought up the cane ina 
wide sweeping and low arc and 
whacked it onto that part of my 
buttocks which with a nice, full and 
round overhang met (and still meet) 
my shapely thighs. Pain burning into 
my maltreated flesh like red-hot 
flames forced me to the tip of my 
toes as well as to the top of my voice, 
and more often than not these 
strokes were followed by one on the 
front of my thighs - naughty girl I 
had been. With these strokes, when 
placed by Papa at the very top of my 
thighs, the cane had not only a good 
chance to make a painful visit on my 
bare pubic but my _ far-carrying 
Screams would tell everybody 
outside, who cared to listen (and 
they all would even if they didn’t 
want to) where the cane viciously 
had kissed me. They had such tell- 
tale quality, my screams! 

Then again waiting, following 
Papa’s circles after every stroke, the 
endless moments of lecturing which 
seemed to stretch into hours, hours 
of agonizing waiting before one was, 
at length, saved by the next swish 
and whack of the cane. 

Twelve stokes at those most irre- 
gular, slow intervals on buttocks and 
thighs had to be reached, the weals 
on the front part of my thighs not 
counted, before Papa handed the 
cane back to me and retreated 
behind his desk to his chair fora very 
short lecture. Still crying copiously 
at its end I was dismissed to wait 
outside the office. 

There I stood, looking at the 
office door, the cane in both hands 
like a present before me, feeling hot 
waves of pain throbbing through my 
glowing thighs and _ burning 
buttocks, feeling the long, fat weals 
still swelling until they stood out like 


cords laid around the soft, smooth 
skin. 

I had seen them myself often 
enough on the buttocks of my sisters 
but I could also observe with a 
horrible fascination how they deve- 
‘loped on the front of my thighs. 
There I could not only feel, but see 
them change colour and disfigure 
the fine skin. And it needed rather a 
bit of time to interrupt the flow of 
tears and reduce my crying and 
eventual howling to sobbing only 
and then occasional sniffs and 
moans. And all the while someone 
passing behind me and staring at my 
backside with its pattern of weals, 
taking an occasional view at the 
front of my thighs to make a most 
unnecessary comment on my brave- 
ness or naughtiness under Papa’s 
cane. My sisters would more than 
once slyly crouch up only to pinch 
my cane-treated buttocks and make 
me squeal accusingly - but they 
must not be caught at it by Papa or 
Mama; they would not allow such 
things at all. Mama was mostly 
sympathetic with me unless I was 
caned for some foul thing I had done 
to her> She would pat my bottom 
cautiously and with loving. care 
hugging me whisper into my ear ‘her 
dear girl should be brave’, ‘that it 
would all come to an end’, ‘that it 
happened for the good of mine’ and 
‘that it was only an expression of the 
great love and care she and Papa had 
for me — even if it made me cry and 
scream’. And with a loving kiss on 
my wet cheeks she would depart to 
her daily doings. It made me always 
cry again, cry with a sort of desperate 
happiness and miserable self pity. 

To make it still worse, Mrs 
Heller, Papa’s secretary came often 
back from lunch about that time to 
occupy again her small bureau adja- 
cent to Papa’s office. Her malicious 
smile and humiliating comments I 
could have easily done without. She 
was herself very much in favour of 
“Strenge Zucht” (Strict Discipline) 
and said always ‘that your father 
does right giving you such a thra- 
shing, serves you right, I am sure. - 
Got the same sort of chastisement 
myself, years ago, and good it did me 
-look at me today!’ And off she went 
completely content with what she 
had seen to hammer away again on 
her typewriter. Papa’s “wonderful 
Frau Hannelore”, she never failed to 
mention to Papa and everybody else 
at home that ‘I had to take again the 
cane to my eldest - eighteen she’s got 
this time. That'll teach her!’ 

From her place she could easily 


overhear everything in Papa’s office 
since only a swingdoor separated 
both rooms, and a window in the 
upper third of it gave her ample 
Opportunity to oversee also the 
proceedings, although she must not 
be caught at doing so. 

But above all was the waiting, 
waiting with the materialized cause 
of my pain in my own hands, moist 
already from cold sweat. For, the 
terrible thing was, that I did never 
know what was awaiting me there 
behind that door, a final lecture from 
Papa indicating the end of my puni- 
shment or more punishment, more 
of that dreadful cane in my hands. 

I tortured always my memory 
again and again by weighing my sins 
against the “twelve” burning on my 
backside. I call, tried to call back 
previous situations similar to the 
present for comparison, flooding my 
eyes once more with tears if they 
proved fatal in this respect and 
raising fresh hopes to escape more 
punishment if they proved lucky. 

Thus one long minute after the 
other went by. Waiting added-up to 
a quarter of an hour, then to half an 
hour - minimum waiting time always 
-.and could stretch into three quar- 
ters and even one full hour of 
waiting, with me always anxious and 
frightened at the same time to hear 
Papa’s voice from within calling me 
back inside. 

When that hoped of and yet 
dreadful ‘Come in, Ellen’ reached 
my ears at last, and painstakingly 
built-up hope melted away like snow 
in the sun and left only the heavy, 
painful knot of fear in my stomach 
and by some psychosomatic trick it 
increased the sensitivity of all nerve- 
ends in my buttocks and thighs, brin- 
ging back freshly the pain of each 
individual weal already there. On 
iegs which felt like rubber sticks I 
opened the door and crept into the 


office, stopped trembling in front of — 


the desk and waited - waited for 
Papa’s next words. At the end of 
them I should know - more of the 
cane or the end of my punishment. 

With the years my chance of 
escaping another painful encounter 
with the cane had become steadily 
smaller. More often than not Papa 
would equip himself again with 
those pain-fraught 80 centimeters of 
bamboo and look for those stripes 
on my rear which he had previously 
left untouched. 

As it was, waiting for the decision 
on my further fate would often 


simply turn into waiting for the next | 


stroke. Again I writhed, winced, 


struggled and twisted, screamed, 
howled and yelled under each whack 
with the cane of my already welted 
behind, but of course, without any 
effect on the proceedings. Papa 
would not stop his walking around 
me and lecturing me. He would give 
me my strokes one by one in all 
unexpected intervals until “six” was 


reached. 


Standing there, with my hands 
still clasped behind my _ head, 
complete starkers with 18 heavy 
weals on each buttock and the back 
of my thighs and with a few more 
weals on their front, standing there 
with fourteen, sixteen, eighteen and, 
yes with twenty, facing Papa through 
a blur of tears, crying my eyes out at 
him and screaming my voice into 
hoarseness, winding my poor naked- 
ness into every possible shape to 
ease the stabbing, throbbing pain a 
bit and still now allowed to move my 
feet, that was an experience not so 
easy to forget. It would undoubtedly 
improve my future behaviour defini- 
tely - for some time at least and I can 
still remember it today as if it had 
been only yesterday, that I emerged 
from the office to begin a second 
naked waiting facing that door. 

At the end of another miserable 
wait Papa’s sharp voice called me 
back once again into his office, filled 
as usual with that perpetual cigar 
smoke of his havannas and again the 
terrible moment had arrived for the 
decision if I was ‘out’ or still ‘in’ and 
due for another “six”. 

To receive eighteen or twenty 
four by the cane I was never to tell. It 
needed not much more for twenty 
four in comparison to eighteen, but 
one never knew how much more 
actually it needed. There was, I 
believe a certain arbitrariness in 
Papa’s decisions. So, often enough I 
collected another six weals on my 
bare, beaten buttocks and thighs, 
and the one or other of the additi- 
onal “uncounted”. It was not much 
of a difference to the “six” before, 
except that it was just a little bit 
more painful for obvious reasons. 

Papa had much skill in caning 
female buttocks and female thighs - 


with three daughters at hand (or 


should I say at cane?) it was no 
wonder, but nevertheless, he could 
not completely avoid to overlap or 
cross the one or other of the previous 
weals with a new one, a thing I could 
tell the moment it happened by its 
Own, special quality of pain shooting 
through my backside. My screams 
immediately after would make it 
known also to Papa and the family 
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(and Mrs Heller, of course). Often 
enough I could not other than 
violate the rules governing my beha- 
viour under the cane after a stroke 
like that, and I left my place and even 
danced around occasionally. It 
depended purely on Papa if he would 
blame himself or me for my naughti- 
ness, in which latter case a new fat 
and uncounted weal would bloom- 
out on the front of my thighs a bit 
later. 


My buttocks and upper thighs’ 


were one terrible succession of 
sickening, double-ridged, outstan- 
ding weals by then. I knew quite well 
through my sisters that it would have 
now almost the appearance of a 
wash-board, the ghastly coloured 
bumps and grooves of which were 
slighly distorted at places. 

And just that sort of sight I would 
present myself, stumbling out from 
the office, the cane in my hands, 
tears flowing from red, puffy eyes, 
drawing wet paths down hot cheeks 
- and with the “twenty four” of the 
cane only just received. In a most 
desperate and desolate state I was, 
crying much throughout the waiting. 
The only comfort were Mama’s 
short visits to take ‘my poor girl’ into 
her loving arms, kissing a few hot 
tears away and running her hand 
cautiously over the corrugated 
surface of my behind, being most 
lovingly with pityful remarks on its 
frightful state. 

My sisters were then also rather 
reserved in their attitude towards me 
because “twenty four” that was 
something, something to respect 
and not make jokes about. 

But at least now I could make a 
rather good guess at the outcome of 
this new waiting period. Because, 
unless one had not done something 
inexcusable, like for instance lie to 
Papa over some disciplinary matter, 
or for instance stealing money as 
Monika, my younger sister once did 
(and only once). Unless some such 
thing was the reason for the puni- 
shment, it would be the last waiting 
period. Only for the very serious sins 
six more with the cane were to 
expect, but that was not often to 
happen. But when it happened, it 
was terrible. Terrible and again 
terrible! Thirty strokes with a high- 
quality cane and the last “six” cros- 
sing mostly previous weals, that 
makes one feel as being dipped with 
bum and thighs into boiling oil and it 
lets one no way to forget of them 
weals. Neither walking nor standing, 
sitting or laying will help. But as I 
said that did not happen often. 


So, after this (mostly) last 
waiting, not less bad in any way than 
those before, and after a final 
lecture, taking the cane back to its 
place in the wardrobe, it was at an 
end, my punishment. I could collect 
my coths and retreat to my room but 
only to deposit my cloths there and 
then to stand outside, naked, till 
after supper. Only then I could 
change into my pyjamas and find 
Papa for a first inspection. And with 
these inspections it is again some- 
thing special. 

Waiting, as I explained at the 
beginning of my letter - some way 
off already as I notice with surprise - 
anxious waiting was one important 
element of our punishment at home. 
Humiliation was another’ very 
important feature too and it was held 
vivid for quite some time after the 
punishment. ae 

Every evening before I went to 
bed I had to appear before Papa in 
my nightie, and pulling my pyjama 
trousers down had to present my 
buttocks and thighs (back and front) 
to him for an inspection of the cane 
marks. This humiliating procedure 
was to be repeated every evening 
until my cane marks had rather 
faded away. It did not matter where I 
would find Papa, in the living-room, 
my parents bedroom or his office, 
and it did not matter who was with 
him then - I had to go through that 
humiliating routine and give him as 
much time as he wanted or needed 
for his inspection. It could be only a 
mere glance at me or it could be 
done really scrutinizing, turning me 
back and forth, fingering and 
commenting my weals and soon. An 
exception were those occasions 
where other witnesses than either of 
the bigger family circle or of the 
smaller group of close friends and 
neighbours were present. Then 
Mama would give Papa a sign that I 
was waiting and he would come out 
to have his look at my slowly disap- 
pearing weals. Papa did, of course 
not go through his inspections 
without bringing my nude or rather 
half-nude and shameless state back 
to my mind very plainly by directing 
my consciousness to my _ bare 
bottom and nude backside and parti- 
cularly to my bare pubic - and I was 
always aware of it, very much; was 
aware of Papa’s eyes going over my 
body and was very much aware when 
the cane had touched down there 
only recently. 

With two sisters who were under 
no less severe discipline at home 
than I was, it happened often enough 


that I went to find Papa in company 
of one or the other of them, or even 
appeared at times together with both 
of them before Papa. 

Both, the time these fat cane 
weals needed to fade away properly 
and the fact that the cane came to 
action at least about once per month 
for one of us three, both were 
together responsible for these joint 
sisterly presentations of our bare 
rumps to Papa on many a night. 

That it was not a pure pleasure to 
do so, in particular if he had guests, 
is not difficult to understand. How 
very humiliating and shameful these 
nightly situations really were is more 
difficult to imagine in full depth. 
And with the years this humiliating 
routine did not become easier for 
me. As a young lady still to give Papa 
a complete view of my ever so naked, 
shaved pubic and bare buttocks, 
disfigures still with a series of long 
and more or less faded cane weals, 
that is always humiliating enough. 

There is still a lot more to tell 
about discipline at home, for 
instance how Mama was punished, 
for she was punished also by Papa. I 
did not learn any details about it 
than only after my twenty first birth- 
day. She would exactly know what 
her daughters suffered under the 
cane, because the severity of her 
punishments went definitely beyond 
ours. She would receive her puni- 
shment always during the morning, 
with me and my sisters at school and 
when Mrs Heller had her day off, 
and her punishment would go also 
beyond a mere caning. Only after I 
had first realized at about twelve or 
thirteen that Mama was punished at 
all by Papa, I did notice the after 
effects of her punishments when 
back from school. I noticed them in 
her already spendid made-up face as 
well through small indications of the 
still present pain and I was always 
compelled to be particularly loving 
and sympathic to her then, as were 
my sisters. 

Well, I do have to close my letter 
now, it has grown rather longer than 
I had thought and I can only hope 
that my long untrained English is 
sufficiently understandable. 

Thanks very much for your 
patience and attention and goodbye. 

With all best wishes. 

Ellen F. and husband 
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Still here? Never mind - 
when he comes back from 
supper he'll probably have thought 
of something to keep vou 


occupied - O 
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Dear Editor, 


Blushes is marvellous! Just when 
they thought it was safe to go back 
on the netball court you come down 
on schoolgirls like a ton of bamboo! 
A couple of years ago there were 
encouraging signs that the spanking 
press was coming to its senses and 
making the modern teenager the 
subject of our unkind pleasure. Then 
we were suddenly plunged back into 
the bad old days of baggy bloomers 
on tarty old models, stories that 
ended in marital consumation. Not 
to mention hypocritical editorials. 

During this bleak period the 
street was as always full of flouncing 
sixth-formers in freshly-laundered 
uniforms, cheekily cheerful and 
perkily pretty with unfortunately 
nothing to spoil their idyll. Come 
the weekend their newly-blossomed 
tits would jiggle under cotton tee 
shirts, their puppy-fat posteriors 
would be packed into faded jeans or 
allowed to ooze out under tight 
shorts. And we had no magainze 
with which to exploit them. It was a 
great time to be a sixteen year old 
girl, innocent and carefree, in love 
with life and keen to do well at 
school. It was a very frustrating time 
for those of us who have cultivated a 
healthy obsession with the bottoms 
of innocent, carefree sixteen year 
old girls and dream of transforming 
them into a puffy, corrugated confu- 
sion of excruciating weals - trans- 
forming the owner, at the same time, 
from a bright young miss to a totally 
demoralised cry-baby. 

That may strike some of your 
readers as cruel, but I’D rather be 
accused of cruelty than hypocrisy. 
Its about time we stopped being 
embarrassed by the glorious truth 
that we enjoy seeing teenage girls 
suffer. So let’s have some good 
honest malice to sweep away the 
cobwebs of humbug which have 
beset all spanking magainzes for the 
past couple of years. And for 
heaven’s sake let’s concentrate on 
schoolgirls, real schoolgirls or at 
least realistic schoolgirls. After all, 
it’s the prick-teasers abroad today 
that fan our lust and create the 
demand for Blushes. 

I’m sure I’m preaching to the 


converted, at any rate if Blushes 3 is 
anything to go by. ‘Katie’ is adorable 
and I could only wish for a straight- 
forward frontal picture of her posing 
in complete school uniform 
(perhaps with her knickers down, 
though). I loved the moment when 
her uncle threatened to sell her pony 
if she didn’t let him have his way 
with her! I wish I could drop a bomb- 
shell like that on a real girl of Katie’s 
age, and watch her face! No wonder 
Uncle savoured the moment. 
Perhaps Brucie will end up at the 
glue factory after all - I’d love to see 
Katie’s face then. 

I take issue with A.D. of Derby- 
shire (Blushes 3) when he lambasts 
you for the historical/factual item in 
your debut magazine. It is always 
good to have solid evidence that girls 
have been flogged. My only 
comment would be, let’s have more 
up to date items when possible. And 
make sure you publish names and 
personal details of the victims - one 
never knows, the local library assis- 
tant may have been the centre of 
some spanking scandal a few years 
back! 

I would also like to see, for varie- 
ty, some factual articles on peri- 
pheral issues, for example about 
school uniforms themselves. For 
instance, the uniform regulations of 
some of today’s notable schools, the 
manufacturers of school uniforms 
and underwear (Teenform, Cherub 
etc), a survey as to what girls wear for 
PE these days, where to buy 
uniforms, DIY hints on how to alter 
a uniform to better show off a shy 
young figure, and stills from films 
and TV programmes that feature 
schoolgirls. And if any readers have 
nieces who look particularly 
fetching in uniform, there’s nothing 
like the real thing when it comes to 
schoolgirls! 

Any comments? 

T. O’s 


Reader's opinions as expressed in 
published letters are not necessarily 
endorsed by the Editor. WE thought 
we were bringing a touch of subtlety 
to spanking publications. 
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AN INTRODUCTION TO JUST ONE OF THE 
GIRLS IN THE SECOND ISSUE OF 
BLUSHES SUPPLEMENT 


THE WHOLE MAGAZINE IS PACKED 
WITH PRETTY GIRLS, FIRST-CLASS PHOTOS 
AND EDITORIAL MATERIAL OF 

A STANDARD EVERY BIT AS | 
HIGH AS YOU WOULD EXPECT TO 
FIND IN BLUSHES MAGAZINE 

i) 


BUY THE, BLUSHES SUPPLEMENT 
WHERE YOU BUY BLUSHES, OR 
MAIL ORDER DIRECT FROM THE 
PUBLISHER. 
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THE 
SECOND ISSUE 
OF 
THE BRAND SPANKING NEW 





WILL BE ABOUT 


AT YOUR LOCAL BOOKSHOP 
IN THE FIRST WEEK OF 


MARCH. 


PRICE £4.00 


DON’T MISS OUT! 





